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a  Cale. 


LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 


"  1  have  read  of  a  bird  which  hath  a  face  like,  and  yet  will  prey  upon,  a  man,  who,  coming 
to  the  water  to  drink,  and  finding  there  by  reflexion  that  he  had  killed  one  like  himself, 
pineth  away  by  degrees,  and  never  after  enjoyeth  itself.    Such  was   in  some  sort  the 

condition  of .    This  accident  that  he  had  killed  one  put  a  period  to  his  carnal  mirth, 

and  was  a  covering  to  his  eyes  all  the  days  of  his  life.  Death  was  so  sent  to  him  as  to  allow 
him  time  to  rise  up  on  his  knees  and  to  crie,  '  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me.' "— Fuller's 
Worthier,  voL  ii.,  p.  17. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

**  Dans  ]e  sein  du  bonheur  que  son  ame  desire 

Pres  d'un  amant  qu'elle  aime  et  qui  brule  a  see  pieds, 
Ses  yeux  remplis  d'amour,  de  larmes  sont  noyes. 
***** 
***** 
*'  Vous  me  desesperez ; 
Vous  m'^tes  cher  sans  doute,  et  ma  tendresse  extreme 
Est  le  comble  des  maux  pour  ce  cceur  qui  vous  aime. 
"  O  del !  expliquez-vous,  quoi  toujours  me  troubler, 
Se  peut-il  ?  "     *'  Dieu  puissant,  que  ne  puis-je  parler  ?  ' 


About  three  weeks  before  the  1st  of  March, 
which  was  the  day  fixed  ypon  for  our  removal  to 
town,  I  had  been  taking  a  long  ride,  and  came 
home  at  about  four  o'clock.     My  habit  was  wet 
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and  heavy,  and  I  walked  with  difficulty  across  the 
hall,  up-stairs,  and  along  the  passage  which  led  to 
my  room.  As  I  was  passing  before  the  door  of 
what  was  called  the  south  bed-room,  my  eyes 
suddenly  fell  on  two  trunks  covered  with  mud,  and 
on  the  brass  plates  of  which  was  stamped  the  name 
of  "  Edward  Middleton,  Esq.""  At  the  same  mo- 
ment the  door  opened,  and  he  stood  before  me. 
I  felt  myself  turning  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  was 
obliged  to  lean  against  the  wall  to  prevent  myself 
from  falling.  He  seized  my  hand,  and  said,  with 
apparent  cordiality,  "  How  are  you,  Ellen  ?  " 

I  do  not  know  what  I  said  to  him ;  there  was  a 
mist  before  my  eyes,  a  murmur  in  my  ears,  and  a 
feeling  about  my  heart  that  I  was  strangely  happy, 
though  dreadfully  frightened.  Soon  I  was  alone 
in  my  room,  with  my  feet  on  the  fender,  and  my 
eyes  fixed  on  the  burning  embers,  and  repeating 
to  myself  over  and  over  again,  "  How  are  you, 
Ellen  ?  "  and  then  I  remembered  thai  he  knew  all. 
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that  he  had  seen  «//,  that  he  had  left  Elmsley 
because  he  could  not  bear  to  stay,  knowing  all  he 
did,  and  I  trembled ;  and  hiding  my  face  in  my 
hands,  I  cried  as  if  my  heart  would  break.  Then 
a  new  thought  came  to  me,  and  brought  an  extra- 
ordinary peace  with  it.  I  would  tell  him  every- 
thing, and  he  should  decide  what  I  ought  to  do ; 
his  decision  should  be  law  to  me ;  I  would  submit 
to  it  humbly,  and  obediently,  although  it  might  be 
that  I  was  never  to  see  again  any  of  those  whom  I 
loved,  and  spend  my  future  life  in  loneliness  and 
penance. 

The  dressing-bell  rung;  my  maid  came  in  with 
a  muslin  gown  on  her  arm,  and  some  camellias  in 
her  hand,  and  there  was  again  a  flutter  at  my 
heart,  as  if  dressing  and  going  down-stairs  and 
dining,  had  been  as  different  things  yesterday  from 
what  they  were  to-day,  as  the  tamest  prose  is  from 
the  most  exciting  poetry. 

When  I  opened  the  door  of  the  library,  Edward 
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was  sitting  with  his  back  towards  me,  talking  eagerly 
to  Mr.  Middleton ;  as  I  approached  them  I  heard 
him  say,  "  If  I  could  only  be  convinced  of  it, 
nothing  on  earth  would  make  me  so  happy." 

As  my  uncle  turned  his  head,  he  did  so  too,  and 
coloured  when  he  saw  me.  I  sat  down  on  the  sofa 
by  the  chimney  ;  and  every  corner  of  that  old 
library  seemed  to  me  in  some  way  different  from 
usual.  I  did  not  wish  Edward  to  speak  to  me ; 
on  the  contrary,  it  was  enough  to  feel  that  he  was 
there  ;  that  at  any  moment,  by  looking  up,  I  could 
meet  his  eyes,  and  to  know  instinctively  when  his 
were  fixed  on  mine.  When  I  fancied  myself  in  love 
with  Henry  Lovell,  it  was  chiefly  while  he  was 
talking  to  me,  in  the  height  of  discussion,  in  the 
excitement  of  conversation.  When  I  had  not  seen 
him  for  some  hours,  I  was  impatient  to  see  him,  and 
speak  to  him  again,  in  order  to  prove  to  myself 
that  I  liked  him ;  but  with  Edward  it  was  not  so. 
Alas  !   would  it  not  have  been  for  me  the  most 
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dreadful  misfortune  to  have  loved  him  ?  Was  not 
there,  as  Henry  had  said,  a  gulf  between  us,  which 
could  never  be  filled  up?  Would  he  not  have 
shrunk  from  my  love  as  from  a  poisonous  thing, 
and  have  recoiled  from  the  touch  of  my  hand  as 
from  a  serpent's  sting  ? 

Tears  gathered  in  my  eyes  at  this  thought ;  I 
felt  them  tremble  on  my  eyelashes,  and  brushed 
them  hastily  aside  as  I  walked  into  the  dining- 
room  with  my  uncle.  Edward  talked  of  his 
travels,  of  various  persons  whom  he  had  made 
acquaintance  with,  in  France  and  in  Italy,  of  Eng- 
lish politics,  and  the  approaching  session.  There 
was  nothing  in  his  conversation  peculiarly  adapted 
to  my  taste ;  and  yet  I  listened  to  each  word  that 
fell  from  his  lips  with  an  interest  which  my  own 
feelings  stimulated  to  the  highest  pitch. 

In  the  evening  he  asked  me  to  sing  to  him,  and 
as  he  leant  his  head  on  his  hand,  and  sat  in  silence 
by  my  side,  listening  to  song  after  song  which  he 
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had  known  and  liked  in  former  days,  I  felt  my 
heart  grow  fuller,  till  at  last  my  voice  failed,  and 
in  its  place  a  choking  sob  rose  in  my  throat.  He 
raised  his  head  abruptly,  and  looked  at  me  sternly. 
"It  is  only  that  I  am  a  little  nervous,"  I  said ; 
"  I  have  taken  a  long  ride,  and  being  tired " 

"  Oh,  pray  make  no  explanations,"  he  rephed ; 
"  excuses  are  perfectly  unnecessary ;"  and  he 
suddenly  left  the  pianoforte. 

He  spoke  to  me  no  more  that  evening ;  but  the 
next  day  he  treated  me  again  as  he  had  done  at 
first,  and  even  seemed  in  some  ways  more  satisfied 
with  me  than  he  had  ever  been  before. 

I  have  never  yet  described  Edward,  and  I  do 
not  think  I  could  describe  him.  He  was  always 
unlike  anybody  else,  and  yet  it  would  have  been 
difficult  to  point  out  any  peculiarity  in  him.  It 
was  not  only  truth,  it  was  reality,  that  marked  his 
character.  He  never  was,  never  could  be,  any- 
thing but  himself;  and,  like  all  perfectly  true  cha- 
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racters,  could  not  even  understand  those  that  were 
not  so,  and  judged  them  too  severely,  or  too 
leniently,  from  the  impossibility  of  putting  himself 
in  their  place.  His  manner  was  always  calm ; 
even  emotion  in  him  never  partook  of  the  semblance 
of  agitation.  When  others  were  angry,  he  was 
stern ;  a  few  simple  words  from  him  always  carried 
with  them  a  strength  of  condemnation,  which 
crushed  under  its  weight  any  attempt  to  resist  it. 
From  a  child  I  had  been  afraid  of  Edward,  and 
he  had  never  perfectly  understood  my  character ; 
now  that  I  had  so  much  reason  to  fear  him,  in 
some  ways  I  felt  more  at  my  ease  with  him, 
because  as  I  had  ceased  to  express  all  my  feelings, 
and  pour  forth  my  thoughts  before  him,  I  dreaded 
less  the  severity  of  his  judgment. 

During  the  next  two  or  three  weeks  that  he  was 
at  Elmsley,  I  felt  in  his  presence  as  a  criminal 
before  his  judge ;  his  sternness  was  justice,  his 
kindness  was  mercy  ;  and,  in  the  softened  tones  of 
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his  voice,  and  in  the  tenderness  of  his  eyes,  I  only 
read  the  tacit  grant  of  a  pardon,  which  mine 
mutely  implored.  This  gave  to  my  whole  manner, 
to  my  disposition  I  might  almost  say,  for  the  time, 
a  humility,  a  submission,  which  were  in  nowise 
ajffected,  but  which  did  not  naturally  belong  to  my 
character.  Edward's  was  despotic,  as  well  as 
uncompromising  ;  perfectly  conscientious  himself, 
strict  in  the  discharge  of  every  duty,  he  exacted 
from  others  what  he  performed  himself.  He 
allowed  of  no  excuses,  of  no  subterfuges,  and 
ranked  the  weakness  that  shrinks  from  suffering 
in  the  accomplishment  of  what  is  right,  in  the 
same  line  as  that  which  yields  to  the  allurements 
of  pleasure,  or  the  temptations  of  guilt.  In  many 
respects  he  resembled  my  uncle,  but  still  the 
difference  between  them  was  perceptibly  great. 
Edward's  feelings  were  stronger  ;  it  was  impossible 
to  observe  the  depths  of  thought  manifested  in  his 
eyes,  and  in  his  pale,  high  forehead ;  to  hear  the 
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sound  of  his  voice,  when  he  addressed  those  he 
loved ;  to  see  the  colour  rise  slowly  in  his  cheek, 
as  he  spoke  of  some  act  of  virtue,  of  heroism,  or  of 
self-conquest,  without  the  conviction  that  powers 
of  heart  and  mind,  not  an  atom  of  which  were 
frittered  away  in  vain  words  and  empty  fancies, 
were  working  within  him. 

Once  he  spoke  to  me  of  Henry's  marriage,  and 
told  me  he  had  seen  him  in  London.  They  had 
met  accidentally  in  the  street ;  and  he  had  offered 
to  go  and  call  on  his  wife ;  but  Henry  had  made 
some  excuse  or  other,  and  the  visit  had  not  taken 
place.  He  did  not  add  one  word  regarding 
Henry's  conduct,  or  what  view  he  had  taken  of  it 
himself,  but  looked  earnestly  into  my  face,  as  if  he 
expected  me  to  speak  first  on  the  subject ;  but 
seeing  I  was  silent,  at  last  he  said,  "  Ellen,  was 
this  marriage  a  disappointment  to  you  ? 

"It  was  a  relief  to  me." 

"How  so?" 

b3 
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"  Because  I  had  deceived  Henry,  and  almost 
deceived  myself  into  the  belief  that  I  liked  him ; 
and  his  marriage  proved  to  me  how  much  I 
had  been  mistaken." 

Edward  took  my  hand  and  kissed  it ;  I  drew  it 
away  with  great  emotion,  and  exclaimed,  "  Good 
God,  don't  you  know  what  you  are  doing  ?  " 

He  did  not  sav  another  word,  and  left  me 
abruptly. 

For  two  days  afterwards,  he  spoke  to  me 
but  little ;  and  when  he  did  so,  his  manner  was 
cold. 

One  day  that  we  were  taking  a  walk  together  in 
the  park,  after  one  or  two  insignificant  observa- 
tions had  passed  between  us,  Edward  asked  me 
if  I  had  ever  received  the  book  which  he  had 
left  for  me  the  year  before.  As  usual,  I  had  it  in 
my  pocket;  I  took  it  out,  and  gave  it  to  him, 
without  making  any  other  answer.  He  opened  it, 
and  turned  the  pages  over  as  we  walked  along. 
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^^  Now  is  the  time  come,"  I  said  to  myself; 
"  now ! "  and  the  blood  forsook  my  heart,  and  my 
legs  seemed  to  fail  under  me. 

In  a  moment  of  morbid  irritation,  I  had  written 
on  the  blank  page  of  the  book,  the  words  which 
had  remained  coupled  in  my  mind  with  this  gift 
of  Edward's:  "Beware;  I  know  your  secret!" 
and  now  they  were  before  his  eyes ;  and  now  he 
was  reading  them  ;  and  now  the  explanation  was 
at  hand;  and  all  that  I  had  suffered  before  was 
as  nothing,  compared  to  what  I  had  wilfully 
brought  on  myself. 

He  turned  to  me,  and  said  with  a  smile,  "  What 
do  those  mysterious  words  mean  ?  " 

I  felt  as  if  I  was  dreaming,  but  as  if  in  my 
dream  a  mountain  had  been  removed  from  my 
breast.  I  laughed  hysterically,  and  said  they 
meant  nothing.  That  was  the  first  time  I  lied 
to  Edward. 

He    said    that    I    must    have   read    the    book 
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attentively,  for  he  saw  that  it  was  marked  in 
different  places;  he  had  never  marked  a  book  in 
his  life ;  it  was  a  thing  that  never  occurred  to  him 
to  do ;  and  then  he  gave  it  back  to  me ;  and  it 
felt  to  me  as  if  the  air  had  grown  lighter,  and  the 
sky  bluer,  and  as  if  my  feet  sprung  as  by  magic 
from  the  ground  they  trod  on. 

When,  that  evening,  I  was  with  Edward  again, 
I  looked  up  into  his  face,  and  talked  to  him  as  I 
had  not  talked  to  him  for  nearly  two  years;  I 
laughed  gaily,  as  in  days  of  old;  I  saw  with 
exultation  that  he  laughed  too,  and  that  he  asked 
Mrs.  Middleton  to  play  at  chess  with  my  uncle, 
instead  of  him,  and  that  he  did  not  leave  my 
side  till  the  last  moment  that  I  remained  in  the 
drawing-room ;  and  I  was  foolishly,  wickedly 
nappy,  till  I  went  up  to  my  room,  and  laid  my 
head  on  my  pillow ;  then  came,  in  all  its  bitterness, 
the  remembrance,  that,  although  he  might  not 
know  my  secret,  another  did ; — that  if,  indeed,  he 
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loved  me,  as  I  now  thought  he  did  (for  I  remem- 
bered that  letter  to  Henry,  which  I  had  so  long 
misunderstood,  and  now  recognised  its  true  mean- 
ing),— if  indeed  he  loved  me,  I  must,  I  ought, 
to  tell  him  the  truth ;  and  then  he  would  despise 
me,  he  would  hate  me,  not  only  for  the  deed  itself, 
but  for  my  long  silence, — for  my  cowardly 
concealment.  No ;  I  had  suffered  too  dreadfully 
during  those  minutes  when  1  had  felt  myself  on 
the  brink  of  unavoidable  confession  ; — that  happen 
what  may,  I  would  not,  I  could  not,  disclose 
to  him  the  truth.  But  should  I,  then,  marry  him  ? 
Should  I  inherit  my  uncle's  fortune?  Should 
I  become  one  day  the  mistress  of  Elmsley ;  and, 
from  the  midst  of  all  that  this  world  can  give 
of  joy,  look,  as  Belshazzar  looked  on  the  hand- 
writing on  the  wall,  on  the  torrent  where  my 
own  hand  had  hurled  Mrs.  Middleton's  child, 
Edward*'s  cousin  ;  and  one  day,  perhaps,  be 
denounced,  betrayed,    exposed  by  Henry  Lovell, 
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whose  words  began  that  night  to  be  reahsed :— • 
'« With  every  throb  of  love  for  another,  there  will 
be  in  your  heart  a  pang  of  fear,  a  shudder  of 
terror,  a  thought  of  me  ! " 

Hour  after  hour  I  tossed  about  my  bed,  unable 
to  close  my  eyes  in  sleep ;  at  times,  in  spite  of 
everything,  feeling  wildly  happy  ;  at  others,  form- 
ing the  most  solemn  resolutions,  that  neither  the 
weakness  of  my  own  heart,  or  the  persecutions  of 
others,  should  induce  me  to  think  even  of  marrying 
Edward,  and  yet  unable  to  conceal  from  myself, 
that  the  next  time  I  saw  him,  the  next  time  my 
eyes  met  his,  they  would  betray  to  him  all  that 
long-subdued  and  unconfessed  love  which  had 
now  grown  into  a  passion  astonishing  to  myself, 
and  ruled  my  undiscipUned  mind  beyond  all  power 
of  restraint  and  control. 

In  the  morning  I  fell  into  a  short  and  uneasy 
slumber,  in  which,  twenty  times  over,  I  was  con- 
fessing my  history  to  Edward,  or  standing  by  him 
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at  the  altar,  or  else  being  dragged  from  his  side  by 
Henry,  or  by  my  uncle.  The  visions  of  sleep,  and 
the  thoughts  of  the  night,  were  strangely  mixed  up 
in  my  mind  when  I  woke ;  tired  and  jaded  with 
all  I  had  gone  through,  I  went  down  stairs  on  the 
morning  of  the  28th  of  February,  which  was  the 
eve  of  the  day  of  our  departure  for  London. 

In  the  breakfast-room,  I  found  Edward,  who 
asked  me  with  some  surprise,  how  I  came  to  be  so 
late,  and  if  I  did  not  mean  to  go  to  church  ? 

"  To-day,  why  to  church  to-day  ?"  I  inquired. 

*'  It  is  Ash  Wednesday,"  he  replied,  "  the  most 
solenm  fast-day  in  the  year." 

"Oh,  in  that  case,  I  will  go  at  once,  and  do 
without  breakfast ;  no  great  self-denial,  for  I  am 
not,  in  the  least,  hungry."  I  put  on  my  bonnet 
and  shawl,  and  we  sat  off,  on  foot  together,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Middleton  having  previously  gone  on  in 
the  carriage.  I  was  very  feverish,  and  from  want 
of  sleep  and  absence  of  food  together,  I  felt  in  an 
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unnaturally  excited  state.  Whenever  Edward  spoke 
to  me,  I  gave  a  start,  and  when  I  spoke  myself,  it 
was  with  a  sort  of  nervous  irritation,  which  I  could 
not  command ;  at  last  he  seemed  displeased,  and 
when  he  stood  still,  to  give  me  his  hand,  in  crossing 
the  stile,  at  the  entrance  of  the  churchyard,  I  saw 
in  his  face  that  stern  expression  which  I  had 
begun  to  know  and  to  dread.  We  went  into 
church ;  the  service  was  already  begun  ;  it  is,  as  it 
should  be  on  such  a  day,  a  solemn  and  an  awful 
service.  The  Epistle  for  the  day,  that  mournful 
and  merciful  appeal  to  the  conscience,  the  Peni- 
tential Psalms,  which  seem  to  embody  the  very 
cry  of  a  bruised  and  overwhelmed  heart,  every- 
thing struck  the  same  chord,  spoke  the  same 
language ;  to  my  excited  imagination,  every  word 
that  was  uttered  seemed  as  if  it  was  addressed  to 
me  alone,  of  all  that  assembled  congregation. 
Every  moment  my  head  was  getting  more  confused, 
and  my  soul  grew  faint  within  me.  And  then,  when 
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I  was  not  in  the  least  expecting  it,  (for  I  had  never 
before  paid  any  attention  to  the  service  for  Ash 
Wednesday,)  all  at  once  there  rose  a  voice  which 
said,  in  what  sounded  to  my  overwrought  nerves, 
an  unnaturally  loud  tone  : 

"  Brethren,  in  the  Primitive  Church  there  was  a 
godly  discipline,  that,  at  the  beginning  of  Lent,  such 
persons  as  stood  convicted  of  notorious  sin  were 
put  to  open  penance,  and  punished  in  this  world, 
that  their  souls  might  be  saved  in  the  Day  of  the 
Lord ;  and,  that  others  admonished  by  their 
example,  might  be  the  more  afraid  to  offend." 

I  believe  that  at  that  moment  I  fell  on  my 
knees,  but  nothing  remains  very  distinctly  in  my 
recollection,  except  that  soon  the  solemn  curse 
of  God  was  pronounced  on  unrepenting  sinners, 
and  as  each  awful  denunciation  was  slowly  uttered, 
there  rose  from  the  aisles,  from  the  galleries,  from 
each  nook  and  each  corner  of  the  house  of  prayer, 
the  loud  cry  of  self-condemning  acknowledgment. 
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Again,  again,  and  again  it  sounded,  and  died 
away.  Once  more  it  rose  and  fell ;  and  then  the 
voice  from  the  pulpit  proclaimed,  "  Cursed  is  he 
that  smiteth  his  neighbour  secretly  ;"  and  that  time 
I  did  not  hear  the  voice  of  the  multitude  respond. 
I  heard  a  low  deep  amen  uttered  at  my  side ; 
and  that  amen  was  to  me  as  a  sentence  of  eternal 
condemnation.  I  fainted,  and  when  I  recovered 
my  senses,  I  was  in  the  vestry  with  my  aunt,  and 
the  doctor  of  the  village.  Soon  I  was  able  to 
walk  to  the  carriage,  and  to  drive  home  with 
Mrs.  Middleton. 

When  I  saw  Edward  again,  his  manner  was 
gentle  and  affectionate ;  and  I  was  myself  so  wearied 
with  emotion,  so  exhausted  with  hopes  and  fears, 
that  I  had  grown  calm  from  mere  fatigue.  I  was 
more  determined  than  ever  not  to  marry  Edward, 
and  this  resolution  gave  me  a  kind  of  melancholy 
tranquillity,  which  allowed  me  to  speak  to  him 
with   more   self-possession  than    before.      I    had 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  19 

also  a  vague  idea  that,  by  making  this  one  great 
sacrifice,  I  should  entitle  myself  to  seek  the  con- 
solations of  religion,  after  which  my  soul  yearned, 
especially  since  the  terror  which  that  day's  service 
had  struck  into  my  heart;  but  still  I  shrunk  from 
the  one  act  which  would  have  given  me  real  peace ; 
as  I  put  into  words  the  account  I  could  give  of 
Julia's  death  ;  I  fancied  I  saw  before  me  Edward's 
countenance,  stern  in  condemnation  ;  or  overcoming 
with  difficulty  its  expression  of  horror  and  dismay; 
or,  worse  still,  incredulous,  perhaps,  and  unable  to 
believe  that  where  there  was  not  crime,  there  could 
have  been  such  concealment ;  as  I  pictured  to  myself 
all  this,  and  foresaw  the  nameless  sufferings  of 
such  an  hour,  the  cry  of  my  soul  still  was,  "  Never, 
never,  will  I  marry  him  !  but  never,  also,  will  I 
own  to  hira  the  secret  which  would  make  him  turn 
from  me  with  disgust  and  horror." 

We  were   to  set  out  for  London   at  an   early 
hour    the  next   morning,  and,  before   we   parted 
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for  the  night,  Edward  followed  me  to  the  music 
room,  where  I  was  putting  by  some  books  to  take 
with  us  for  the  journey. 

He  stood  by  me  in  silence  for  some  time,  and  then 
said,  "  Ellen,  it  is  better,  before  we  part,  even  for 
a  short  time,  to  understand  each  other.  I  have 
long  been  attached  to  you.  I  gave  you  up  and 
went  abroad,  when  I  thought  you  were  in  love 
with  Henry.  I  tried  in  vain  to  forget  you. 
Now,  Ellen,  is  there  hope  for  me  ?  Will  you 
be  to  me,  what  you  alone  can  be — the  blessing 
that  I  would  prize  beyond  all  earthly  blessings — 
will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

I  looked  at  him ;  he  was  pale,  and  his  eyes 
were  full  of  tears.  As  mine  were  raised  to  his,  1 
knew,  I  felt  that  they  spoke  such  unutterable, 
such  passionate  love,  that  when,  with  a  voice 
hardly  articulate,  I  said  in  the  slow  accents  of 
despair,  "No,  I  cannot  be  your  wife;"  it  seemed 
to  me  that  he  must  have  read  into  my  heart. 
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He  took  my  hand,  and  only  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"  Why  ?^' 

"  Because,"  I  exclaimed,  with  a  burst  of  tears, 
"  because  I  am  utterly  unworthy  of  you." 

He  let  go  my  hand,  and  seemed  to  be  struggling 
with  himself:  at  last  he  said,  "  Ellen,  if  you  mean 
that  you  feel  now  that  you  cared  more  for  Henry 
Lovell  than  at  one  time  you  fancied,  if  there  is 
still  some  affection  for  him  in  your  heart,  it  is 
no  doubt  a  painful  trial  for  me  to  hear  it ;  but 
if  you  tell  me  so  frankly,  and  at  once,  I  shall  not 
cease  to  respect  you,  nor  to  love  you.  (His  voice 
trembled  as  he  said  these  last  words.)  I  shall 
leave  you  for  a  time ;  you  must  soon,  you  will  soon, 
conquer  these  feelings  ;  and  then — perhaps — only 
tell  me  the  truth,  Ellen — the  only  thing  that 
could  destroy  my  love  would  be,  if  you  ever  had, 
if  you  ever  could,  deceive  me." 

"  You  cannot  love  me ;  it  is  vain  to  talk  of  love 
to  me ! "  I  exclaimed,   "  I  have   told  you   so ;    I 
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cannot  be  your  wife ;  why  do  you  ask  me  any- 
thing else  ?  Leave  me  !  for  God's  sake  leave  me  ! 
I  am  miserable  enough  as  it  is." 

"  Ellen !  Ellen !  with  such  feelings  as  these, 
how  could  you  speak  to  me  of  Henry  and  of  his 
marriage  as  you  did." 

"  Henry  !  I  am  not  thinking  of  Henry ;  I  am 
not  talking  of  Henry ;  I  do  not  care  for  him  ;  I 
do  not  love  him,  I  never  did :  I  should  not  be  so 
wretched,  perhaps,  if  I  had." 

Edward  remained  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then 
said,  with  a  deep  sigh, 

"  Would  to  God,  Ellen,  that  there  was  truth 
in  you !  It  is  equally  difficult  to  believe  and  to 
disbelieve  you." 

"  Think  not  of  me ;  leave  me,  Edward,  leave 
me.  I  have  told  you  the  truth.  I  do  not  care 
for  Henry ;  I  solemnly  protest  to  you  that  I  do 
not;  but  I  cannot  be  your  wife — that  is  the  truth, 
too." 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  23 

"  Then  why  these  tears  ?  "  said  Edward,  sternly. 
"  Why  all  this  acting  ?  Why  cannot  you  tell  me 
calmly,  and  at  once,  that  you  care  not  for  me, 
instead  of  deluding  me  into  the  belief  that  you  do, 
at  the  very  moment  when  you  refuse  me.'"* 

Suffocated  with  grief,  I  hid  my  face  in  my 
hands  while  he  spoke;  and  said  to  myself,  '■''Acting 
he  calls  it !  Oh,  God !  he  calls  me  an  actress !  He 
says  there  is  no  truth  in  me !  How  then  would 
he  listen  to  my  tale  of  guilt  and  of  sorrow  ?  How 
then  could  he  read  truth  in  my  broken  accents  ? 
How  could  he  discern  the  workings  of  a  proud 
and  wounded  spirit?" 

I  raised  my  head  slowly — Edward  was  gone  ; 
I  rushed  to  the  door  to  call  him  back,  but  was 
met  by  the  servant,  who  was  come  to  answer  the 
drawing-room  bell.  My  uncle  and  aunt  came  into 
the  room  at  the  same  time,  and  I  retired  to  mine, 
to  pass  another  night  betwixt  hours  of  waking 
misery,  and  moments  of  broken  and  feverish  sleep. 
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At  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  I  was  woke  out  of 
one  of  these  last,  by  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels. 
Jumping  out  of  bed,  I  went  to  the  window,  and 
unclosing  the  shutter,  I  saw  Edward's  carriage 
rolling  away  along  the  avenue,  and  ours  being 
packed  in  the  court  below.  I  felt  glad  that  we 
were  going  too;  glad  that  we  were  going  to 
London ;  glad  that  there  was  something  to  think 
of — to  talk  of — to  do.  Glad!  what  a  misuse  of  words. 
God  knows,  there  was  no  gladness  in  my  heart  that 
morning,  but  it  was  something  to  be  able  to  forget 
myself  occasionally  in  the  bustle  and  excitement 
around  me.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Middleton  were  not 
aware  that  anything  had  passed  between  Edward 
and  myself.  They  mentioned  him  several  times 
in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  spoke  of  seeing  him 
in  London  in  three  weeks  time. 

At  seven  that  evening  we  arrived  in  London, 
where  I  had  not  been  for  several  years  before ;  its 
immensity,   the  perpetual  noise  of  carriages,  the 
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heaviness  of  the  atmosphere,  made  me  feel  in 
another  state  of  existence,  and  when  giddy  with 
the  rapid  motion  of  the  carriage,  flushed  by  the 
sudden  transition  from  the  cold  night  air  to  the 
vicinity  of  a  blazing  coal  fire,  I  sat  down  to  dinner 
in  the  small  front  dining-room  of  a  house  in  Brook - 
street.  It  was  only  the  uneasiness  which  I  felt  at 
the  idea  that  any  moment  might  bring  Henry 
Lovell  into  my  presence,  that  made  me  aware  that 
nothing  in  myself  or  in  my  fate  was  changed- 
Really  very  much  fatigued,  I  begged  to  go  to  bed, 
immediately  after  dinner,  and,  for  many  hours, 
slept  heavily,  in  oblivion  of  all  I  had  suffered, 
and  all  I  feared. 


VOL.  II. 


26 


CHAPTER  X. 


*'  Some  kinds  of  baseness 
Are  nobly  undergone,  and  most  poor  matters 
Point  to  rich  ends."  Shakspea«e. 


The  next  morning,  after  breakfast,  I  asked 
Mrs.  Middleton  what  were  her  plans  for  the 
day.  She  told  me  she  had  got  a  note  from  Henry 
after  I  had  gone  to  bed  the  evening  before,  to  ask 
her  when  and  where  she  wished  to  see  him ;  that 
she  had  sent  him  word  to  come  to  her  before  two 
o'clock,  but  that  she  thought  I  had  better  not  be 
present  at  their  first  interview.  I  instantly  pro- 
posed to  her  to  go  to  Alice  as  soon  as  I  could  be 
sure  that  Henry  had  left  his  house,  and  prepare 
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her  for  the  visit  which  I  knew  ray  aunt  intended 
to  make  to  her  in  the  afternoon,  or  else  to  bring 
her  back  with  me  to  Brook-street.  I  felt  I  had 
better  meet  Henry  again  in  her  presence  than 
alone.  Mrs.  Middleton  agreed  to  all  this;  and  I 
went  to  my  room  to  wait  there  for  his  arrival) 
which  was  to  be  the  signal  for  my  departure.  In 
about  an  hour's  time  I  heard  a  knock  at  the  house 
door,  and  having  ascertained  that  Henry  was  with 
his  sister,  I  got  into  the  carriage,  and  drove  off  to 

Street. 

I  remember  that  accidentally  I  had  in  my 
hands  a  card  of  address  which  my  maid  had 
just  given  me  for  some  shop  in  Regent-street, 
with  a  long  list,  in  small  print,  at  its  back,  of  the 
various  articles  to  be  procured  there,  and  that  I 
read  it  over  and  over  again,  with  that  nervous 
attention  which  we  give  to  anything  that  will  fix 
our  eyes,  and  the  mechanical  part  of  our  thoughts, 
when  we  are  in  a  state  of  restless  impatience.  The 
c  2 
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carriage  stopped  at  No.  3,  in Street,  and 

I  told  the  servant  to  inquire  if  Mrs.  Lovell  was  at 
home.  The  door  was  opened  by  a  man  who  had 
been  Henry's  servant  since  he  went  first  to  Oxford, 
and  who,  on  seeing  me,  came  up  to  the  carriage, 
and  told  me  that  Mrs.  Lovell  was  in  the  square ; 
but  that  if  I  would  walk  in,  and  wait  a  few  minutes, 
he  would  go  and  tell  her  that  I  was  come. 

I   followed  him  up  the  narrow  carpeted  stairs ; 

he  opened  the  door  of  the  back  drawing-room,  and 

left  me  there.     For  a  moment  I  sat  down  on  the 

nearest  chair  to  subdue  the  quick  beating  of  my 

heart.     I   then  looked   about  me,    and   examined 

Alice'^s  room.     It  was  furnished  just  as  most  rooms 

in  London  are  furnished,  where  no  particular  care 

has  been  taken  to  superintend  their  arrangement. 

There  were  blue  striped  sofas  and  chairs,  a  large 

table  and  a  little  table,  blue  and  muslin  curtains, 

and  that  was  all.     Everything  was  in  the   nicest 

order  possible.    On  the  small  table  which  was  placed 
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near  the  window,  with  a  chair  before  it,  were  laid, 
one  upon  the  other,  the  same  Bible  and  Prayer 
Book  which  I  had  seen  in  the  closet  at  Bridman  ; 
in  a  bookcase  between  the  chimney  and  the  window 
were  ranged  the  same  books  which  had  stood  there 
on  the  wooden  shelf;  on  the  round  table  were  a 
few  flowers  in  a  glass,  and  a  basket  containing 
some  hemming.  There  was  no  fire  in  the  chimney, 
and  the  room  felt  rather  cold. 

After  a  few  minutes  had  elapsed,  the  door 
opened  and  Alice  came  in.  As  she  came  up  to  me, 
her  perfect  calmness  gave  me  at  once  that  self- 
possession  which  I  had  vainly  struggled  for  before- 
hand. As  I  kissed  her,  and  sat  down  by  her  side, 
it  felt  to  me  like  entering  a  church  on  a  hot  and 
dusty  summer'*s  day ;  like  leaving  behind  me  the 
glare  and  the  noise  of  the  busy  world  without ;  like 
plunging  into  those 

"  Arched  retreats,  where  passion's  thirst  is  calmed, 
And  care's  unthankful  gloom."  * 

*  Lyra  Apostolica. 
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She  was  dressed  perfectly  simple  in  a  brown  silk 
gown.  As  she  took  off  her  straw  bonnet,  and  laid 
it,  and  a  handful  of  daisies  by  it,  on  the  table,  she 
turned  to  me  with  one  of  those  grave  smiles  which 
were  peculiar  to  her,  and  said — 

"  I  have  longed  to  see  you  again.  I  am  so  glad 
you  are  come.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  the  trees 
would  never  get  their  leaves  in  London  ;  but  they 
are  growing  at  last,  and  you  are  come.  But  you 
are  looking  pale.     You  are  not  ill,  I  hope  ?" 

"  No;  only  very  tired,  Alice.  I  am  unused 
to  London,  and  the  noise  stuns  and  bewilders 
me.  You  look  just  as  you  did  a  year  ago  at 
Bridman." 

A  slight  colour  rose  in  her  cheek  at  the  name 
of  Bridman.  "  I  was  a  child  then,  though  an 
old  one,  and  now " 

As  she  paused  I  said,  "  Now  a  woman,  and 
a  happy  one  I  hope,  dear  Alice/' 

She  turned  her  large  blue  eyes  full  upon  me, 
something  like  a  sigh  rose  in  her  throat,  and  she 
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only  said,  in  so  low  a  voice  that  I  could  hardly 
catch  the  sound,  "  God  is  everywhere !" 

After  this  answer  I  did  not  feel  courage  to 
speak  to  her  of  Henry,  of  her  own  relations,  of 
the  circumstances  attending  her  marriage,  of  any- 
thing, in  short,  that  could  cause  her  pain  or 
disturbance,  and  I  therefore  asked  her  how  she 
spent  her  time  in  London. 

" That  will  be  easily  described,"*'  she  said ;  "for 
in  London  one  day  exactly  resembles  another, 
— in  its  employment,  at  least." 

"  Does  it  really  ?"  I  exclaimed ;  for  this  was 
certainly  not  my  idea  of  a  London  life. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied.  "  I  get  up  every  day  at  six 
o'clock ;  and,  after  attending  to  some  of  my  house- 
hold concerns,  I  walk  to  Church,  at  St.  Margaret's, 
where  there  is  a  service  every  morning.  It  feels 
almost  like  the  country  to  walk  at  that  hour." 

"  You  must  have  found  it  piercingly  cold  in 
the  winter  ?" 
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"  It  was  cold  enough  sometimes;  but  lately  it 
has  been  so  mild  that  I  walk  slowly  by  the 
balconies  to  smell  longer  the  mignonette  which 
fills  them.  After  Church  comes  breakfast ;  and 
then  I  go  to  the  square." 

*«  To  walk  there?" 

"Yes;  a  kind  of  a  walk." 

"  Alone  ?" 

"  Oh,  no ;  I  have  plenty  of  companions — ^but 
never  mind  that,  I  will  tell  it  you  all  another 
time." 

"  No ;  tell  it  me  now ;  it  interests  me  so  much." 

"It  will  make  you  think  me  a  child  still,  though 
we  said  I  was  a  woman  just  now.  Well,  then,  first 
there  are  the  birds, — the  black,  starved,  unhappy- 
looking  London  birds;  you  cannot  think  how 
pleased  they  are  with  the  seed  and  the  crumbs 
which  I  take  them  every  morning.  I  have  chosen 
a  particular  old  thorn- tree  for  our  meeting-place  ; 
its   leaves   are   beginning  now   to  peep   out,  and 
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it  will  be  a  great  day  for  the  birds  and  me  when 
its  white  blossoms  appear.  As  it  is,  they  flock 
to  it  quick  enough  when  I  come  into  the  square, 
and  seem  almost  to  call  to  me  to  make  haste.'" 

"  You  love  them,  Alice,  as  you  used  to  love 
your  Passion  Flower  ? " 

"Not  exactly;  I  loved  my  Passion  Flower 
because  it  did  me  good ;  my  birds  I  love  because 
I  do  them  good.  But  I  have  greater  friends  than 
these  in  the  square;  friends  that  run  to  me  too 
when  I  come  in — the  darling  children." 

"  How  do  you  love  them^  Alice  ?*" 

"  Oh,  as  God's  own  chosen  ones,  whose  Angels 
behold  his  face  in  Heaven.  They  seem  so  very 
near  Heaven,  Will  you  come  some  day  into  the 
square  with  me,  Miss  Middleton  ? " 

"Call  me  Ellen,  and  I  will  go  with  you 
wherever  you  like." 

"  Well,  then,  dear  Ellen,  you  must  come  and 
see  those  I  love  best.  There  is  one  so  like 
c3 
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Johnny  !  (her  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  said 
this)  only  that  he  looks  as  if  he  belonged  to  some 
noble  race,  like  those  that  the  verses  talk  about ; 
and  another  looks  hke  the  picture  in  my  prayer- 
book  of  young  David  going  to  fight  Goliath.  I 
am  so  happy  with  them  that  I  sometimes  forget 
myself,  and  stay  longer  in  the  square  than  I 
ought." 

"  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  afterwards  ? " 
"  Oh,  then,  it  is  time  to  go  to  the  hospital.'" 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?     What  hospital  ?  " 

"  The  hospital   in   Place.     I  go  there 

every  day  for  five  or  six  hours." 
"  What  to  do  ?" 
"  Whatever  they  give  me  to  do." 
"  I  don't  understand  you,  Alice." 
"  You  mean  how  I  got  leave  to  go  there  ?      I 
will   tell   you ; — one   of  the  nurses,   sisters    they 
call   them    now,    knew    me    when    we    lived    at 
Bromley,  and  two  or  three  times  I  had  met  her 
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in  the  street,  and  talked  with  her.  She  took 
me  one  day  with  her  into  the  hospital  to  see  a 
poor  woman  who  had  broken  her  leg;  she  was 
in  sad  distress  of  mind  and  could  not  bear  to  be 
left  alone,  and,  as  the  sisters  had  too  much  to 
do  to  sit  much  by  her  bed-side,  they  were  glad 
enough  to  leave  me  with  her.  Ever  since,  I 
have  gone  there  almost  every  day,  and  they  always 
find  something  or  other  for  me  to  do." 

"And  when  you  leave  the  hospital,  what  do 
you  do  ?  " 

"  Generally  I  go  to  the  square  again  for  an 
hour,  and  then  to  evening  prayers  ;  but  sometimes, 
if  Mr.  Henry  is  at  home,  he  walks  with  me  for  a 
little  while." 

"  And  does  Mr.  Henry,"  I  said  with  a  smile, 
"  approve  of  your  long  visits  to  the  hospital, 
and  your  walks  in  the  square,  and  all  your  sohtary 
proceedings  ?  He  must  be  rather  lonely  at  home 
all  the  morning  without  you  ?  " 
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"  He  gets  up  late,"  answered  Alice,  "  and 
always  goes  out  immediately  after  breakfast." 

"And  then  at  dinner,  or  in  the  evening,  I 
suppose,  you  give  him  an  account  of  the  proceed- 
ings of  the  day." 

"  No,  Mr.  Henry  does  not  care  for  birds  and 
flowers,  or  children.  He  is  very  kind  to  poor 
people;  twice,  when  I  have  asked  him,  he  has  given 
me  some  money  for  them,  but  he  does  not  like 
to  hear  about  them." 

"  Mrs.  Middleton  wishes  very  much  to  see  you 
to  day,  Alice." 

"  Does  she  '^  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  see  her. 
When  may  I  go  to  her  ?  Is  she  like  Mr. 
Henry  ?^' 

"  In  some  ways  she  is,  but  you  will  find  that  she 
does  care  for  birds  and  flowers  (I  was  going  to  add 
children,  but  something  at  my  heart  stopped  me). 
Come,  dear  Alice,  put  on  your  bonnet,  and  we  will 
go  to  her  immediately  if  you  will  come  with  me.'" 
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While  she  was  tying  on  her  bonnet,  I  went  up  to 
the  book-case,  and,  looking  over  it,  said,  "  I  do 
not  see  any  new  books  here.  I  should  have 
thought  you  would  have  added  to  your  stock  in 
London  ? "" 

"  M  Henry  has  plenty  of  books  in  his  study,'" 
answered  Alice;  and  when  I  was  first  married,  as 
he  had  given  me  leave  to  take  them  when  I  liked, 
I  read  some  of  them." 

"  And  liked  them  ?  " 

"  Some  not  enough — some  too  much." 

When  we  were  in  the  carriage  I  asked  Alice 
which  of  the  books  that  she  had  read  she  liked  too 
much. 

"  Some  books  of  verses,"  she  answered.  "  I  do 
love  verses  so  much.  They  give  me  the  same 
sort  of  feeling  as  a  fine  day,  or  like  the  birds  when 
they  sing  more  sweetly  than  usual,  or  when  in  a 
storm  the  thunder  is  very  loud." 

"  Whose  poems  are  you  speaking  of  .^" 
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"  Lord  Byron's;  and  as  I  read  them,  I  felt  all 
this  more  than  I  had  ever  done  before,  and  it  was 
very  pleasant.  He  writes  such  beautiful  things 
about  the  sky  and  the  fields,  and  the  country  and 
children,  that  it  made  me  quite  happy  to  read  them 
and  think  about  them.  But  then  I  found  that  he 
wrote  too  of  terrible  and  wicked  things,  things 
that  made  one  tremble  and  shudder  to  think  of,  so 
I  put  that  book  away,  and  read  it  no  more." 

"And  what  did  you  try  next?" 

"  Some  long  stories  written  by  Sir  Walter 
Scott." 

"  You  must  have  liked  them  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed  I  did ;  they  are  full  of  good  and 
right  things ;  and  I  spent  many  pleasant  hours  in 
reading  them.  But  then,  Ellen,  somehow  they 
made  me  think  too  much.  They  gave  me  thoughts 
that  were  not  wrong  perhaps,  but  which  were  not 
good  for  me.  Thoughts  that  did  not  help  to 
make  me,    what  St.   Paul  says  we    ought  to   be, 
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'  content  with  that  state  of  life  in  which  God  has 

put  us/  " 

"  So  then  you  left  off  reading  altogether  ? " 

"  No,  I  read  my  own  old  books  again  ;  I  picked 

out  verses  and  stories  for  the  happy  children  in 

the  square,  and  hymns  and  chapters  in  the  Bible 

for  the  sick  people  at  the   hospital,  and  all   was 

right  again." 

As  we  drove  into  Brook-street,  I  told  Alice  that 

we  were  now  close  to  Mrs.  Middleton^s  house ;  but 
I  did  not  see  in  her  the  least  sign  of  nervousness  or 

agitation  at  the  idea  of  the  approaching  interview. 
I  felt  calmer  myself  than  I  had  expected,  for  it 
seemed  to  me  that,  in  her  presence,  Henry  must 
forget  the  past ;  that  her  husband  could  not  be  the 
Henry  I  had  known,  and  whom  I  so  much  dreaded 
to  meet  again ;  and  yet,  at  the  same  time,  I  hardly 
felt  as  if  she  was  his  wife.  As  it  generally  happens 
when  one  has  speculated  much  before-hand  on  a 
person's  probable  conduct  and  appearance  under 
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certain  circumstances,  Alice,  as  a  wife,  though 
exactly  like  herself,  was  quite  unlike  the  various 
pictures  which  my  imagination  had  drawn  of  her 
during  the  last  few  months.  At  times  I  had 
fancied  her  beaming  with  happiness,  loving  and 
beloved,  and  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  those  early 
days  of  bliss  which  a  young  wife  so  often  dreams 
away  in  enviable  unconsciousness  of  its  transient 
nature.  At  other  times,  and  oftener,  I  had  feared 
that  her  cheek  might  be  pale,  and  her  spirits 
broken ;  that  disappointment  might  have  fastened 
its  poisonous  fang  in  her  heart ;  and  that  I  should 
read  in  her  eyes  the  fatal  secret  of  an  unhappy 
marriage.  But  I  had  found  her  calm  as  the  sur- 
face of  a  summer  sea;  and  no  Virgin  Martyr  walking 
with  a  firm  step  to  the  fiery  trial :  no  dying  saint 
closing  his  eyes  in  the  joyful  hope  of  a  certain 
resurrection,  ever  seemed  more  free  from  earthly 
passions,  earthly  cares,  or  earthly  hopes,  than  the 
beautiful  bride  of  eighteen  who  sat  by  my  side. 
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When  we  entered  the  drawing-room  in  Brook- 
street,  Henry  was  sitting  by  his  sister.  She  got 
up  hastily,  came  up  to  Alice,  and  kissing  her 
affectionately,  drew  her  to  a  couch  at  the  end  of 
the  room,  and  entered  into  conversation  with  her, 
in  that  kind  and  eager  manner  which  was  peculiar 
to  her.  Henry  made  a  step  towards  them,  and 
then  turned  back  ;  and,  holding  out  his  hand  to  me, 
said  in  a  low  voice,  "  You  are  very  kind  to  her,  and 
so  you  ought  to  be." 

I  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand,  and  answered 
in  the  same  tone,  *'  Who,  in  the  world,  could  be 
otherwise  than  kind  to  her." 

"  Poor  Alice  !"''  he  said,  and  drew  his  hand  across 
his  brow,  as  if  in  pain. 

He  was  pale,  and  had  grown  very  thin  since 
I  last  had  seen  him.  He  drew  me  to  the 
furthest  window  by  some  insignificant  question, 
and  then  told  me»  that  his  father  was  expected 
in   town    the  next  day ;    and   now  that  his  sister 
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had  seen  Alice,  he  supposed  that  he  would  do 
so  too. 

"  I  am  glad,  very  glad  of  it,  Henry  ;  I  am  not 
sure  if  he  will  appreciate  her  thoroughly  ;  but  I 
know  she  will,""  I  said,  looking  at  Mrs.  Middleton. 

"  She  will  do  her  harm,"  he  muttered. 

"Harm!" 

"  Yes,  as  she  has  doneyo^^  harm." 

"  What  harm  has  she  ever  done  me  ?" 

"  Made  you  what  you  are, — too  good  to  be 
bad,  and     ..." 

"Too  bad  to  be  good?  True;  but  that  has 
not  been  her  doing." 

"Has  it  not?"  he  retorted,  and  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  me,  as  if  he  would  have  read  into  my 
soul. 

After  a  pause,  he  said,  glancing  at  Alice,  "  Take 
care  what  you  do  with  her.  She  lives  in  a  dream  ; 
and  if  you  show  her  but  once  life  as  it  is, — as  it 
ought  to  have  been  for  her, — she  will  wake,  break 
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her  heart,  if  she  has  one,  or  that  of  some  one  else, 
if  she  has  not." 

I  could  hardly  command  myself  sufficiently  to 
speak;  but,  laying  my  head  against  the  window 
pane,  and  without  looking  at  him,  I  said  in  a  low 
voice,  "  Surely,  Henry,  you  try  to  make  her 
happy — you  mtist  feel  affection  for  her?" 

"  Enough  to  wish,  with  all  my  soul,  that  I  had 
never  set  eyes  on  her,  or  on  you — Don't  go — don't 
stir  from  where  you  are.  Once  for  all,  hear  it — you 
must  listen  to  whatever  I  may  choose  to  say  to  you. 
Once  you  would  not  believe  me,  when  I  told  you 
that,  by  your  obstinacy,  you  would  sacrifice  the 
happiness  of  three  persons.  You  have  done  it ;  for 
mine  (he  said  this  with  a  bitter  laugh)  and  your 
own  and  hers  hang  upon  a  thread.  If  you  think  to 
brave  me,  do  so  ;  go  away  now,  and  never  speak  to 
me  again  ;  but  then,  by  Heaven,  the  thread  snaps ; 
and  you  will  believe  me  this  time  I  hope  ! " 

I  did  not  stir ;  and  that  mute  acknowledgment  of 
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Henry's  secret  power,  which  my  soul  rebelled 
against,  but  dared  not  defy,  humbled  me  more 
bitterly  than  anything  I  had  yet  gone  through. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  this  speaking  silence, — 
for,  alas!  how  much  the  compliance  of  that  hour 
revealed, — he  himself  walked  away,  joined  his  sister 
and  his  wife  ;  and,  after  a  few  moments"*  conversa- 
tion, he  took  his  leave,  and  Alice  went  home  in 
our  carriage. 

It  was  settled  before  they  went,  that  on  the  next 
day  they  should  dine  in  Brook-street ;  and  Mrs. 
Middleton  told  me  afterwards  that  she  had 
arranged  with  Henry  to  use  her  best  endeavours 
to  persuade  Mr.  Lovell  to  meet  them.  He  had 
charged  her  not  to  say  before  Alice,  that  there 
would  be  any  difficulty  in  obtaining  this,  as  she 
had  not  the  slightest  idea  that  their  marriage  had 
been  disapproved  of  by  his  family. 

"  Nothing  seems  to  me  so  useless,''  added  Mrs, 
Middleton,  "as  to  reproach,  to  remonstrate,  or  even 
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to  wonder,  over  an  act  which  is  past  recall ;  but  it 
is  impossible  to  see  Henry  look  so  miserable,  to 
hear  him  speak  so  coldly  of  that  beautiful  young 
wife  of  his,  and  at  the  same  time  conceal  from  her 
with  nervous  anxiety  that  it  was  a  step  which 
nothing  but  the  most  violent  passion  could  justify, 
without  feeling  bewildered  at  the  strangeness  of 
the  whole  affair." 

"  What  has  he  said  to  you,  Ellen  ?  and  what 
impression  has  your  visit  to  her  left  upon  your 
mind?" 

"  I  think,"  was  my  answer,  "what  I  always  have 
thought  of  her ;  that  she  is  more  like  an  angel,  in 
spirit  as  well  as  in  face,  than  any  other  human 
being  I  ever  saw;  she  seems  happy,  but  it  is 
hardly  the  happiness  of  this  world  which  she  seems 
to  enjoy ;  but,  whether  it  is  that  of  the  saint  who 
has  built  upon  a  rock,  or  that  of  a  child  which  a 
breath  can  destroy,  I  hardly  know,*' 

"  I  felt,"  said  Mrs.  Middleton,  "  while    I   was 
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talking  to  her,  as  if  she  hardly  belonged  to  this 
world.  Do  you  know,  Ellen,"  she  continued,  with 
a  smile,  "  I  could  not  have  asked  her  if  she  was  in 
love  with  Henry.  I  should  have  feared  to  see  her 
vanish  away  like  that  beautiful  apparition  in  the 
German  Legend,  which  dissolved  into  air,  if  a  word 
of  mortal  love  reached  her  ears.  But  this  is  all 
nonsense,'"'  she  said  with  a  sigh  ;  "I  hope  they  are 
happy,  yet,  after  having  looked  forward  so  much 
to  seeing  them,  I  now  have  a  more  vague  feeling 
of  discomfort  about  them  than  I  had  before.'' 

My  uncle  came  in  just  then  ;  and  I  was  glad  to 
leave  the  room,  and  thus  escape  a  repetition  of  the 
question  which  I  had  left  unanswered  with  respect 
to  Henry's  conversation  with  me. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

"  I  do  not  love  her,  nor  will  strive  to  do  it." — Shakspeare. 


What  course  was  I  to  pursue  ?  Should  I  take 
the  first  opportunity  that  would  offer  of  approach- 
ing Henry,  and,  by  charging  him  solemnly  to  tell 
me  at  once  the  meaning  of  his  hints  and  threats, 
relieve  myself  from  the  tormenting  uncertainty 
under  which  I  suffered,  and  obtain  from  him  some 
promise  which  would,  comparatively  at  least,  set 
my  mind  at  ease  ?  These  questions  I  asked  myself 
over  and  over  again  during  the  rest  of  that  day 
and  the  succeeding  night,  till,  towards  morning,  I 
fell  asleep  without  having  come  to  any  decision. 
Day  after  day  passed  on,  and  still  no  explanation 
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occurred  between  us.  The  projected  dinner  had 
taken  place ;  Mr.  Middleton  and  Mr.  Lovell  had 
both  been  captivated  and  touched  by  the  beauty, 
simplicity,  and  sweetness  of  Alice's  face  and  man- 
ner. They  seemed  instinctively  to  feel  that  there 
was  something  holy  about  her,  —  something  that 
forbade  one  to  doubt  or  distrust  her,  had  appear- 
ances been  even  twenty  times  more  against  her  than 
they  were ;  and  both  were  now  still  more  indignant 
with  Henry  for  the  coldness  and  indifference  with 
which  he  seemed  to  regard  her,  than  they  had 
previously  been  at  his  marriage.  I  admired  Alice 
from  the  bottom  of  my  soul;  she  was,  to  me,  the 
very  type  of  purity, — the  ideal  of  perfection ;  but  I 
did  not  seek  her  much.  Obliged  to  see  Henry 
often  at  home,  I  shrank  from  going  to  his  house ; 
and  her  life  was  so  full  of  holy  duties :  the  tone 
of  her  mind,  the  character  of  her  conversation, 
breathed  a  spirit  of  such  earnest  faith,  of  such 
religious  peace,    that   after   a  while  my  troubled 
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Spirit  chafed  in  the  presence  of  what  formed  such  a 
contrast  to  its  own  restless  waywardness.  When 
bewildered  with  passion — when  lost  in  the  mazes 
of  sin  and  error,  we  may  feel  repose  for  an  instant 
in  prostrating  ourselves  at  the  foot  of  the  cross ; 
we  may  wander  into  a  church,  and  for  a  moment 
cool  our  burning  foreheads  against  the  cold 
marble ;  but  the  deep  silence  of  the  sanctuary 
soon  grows  oppressive. 

"  There 's  a  tone  in  its  voice  which  we  fain  would  shun, 
For  it  asks  what  the  secret  soul  has  done."  * 

Thus  it  was  with  me  with  respect  to  Alice ;  and 
other  causes  also  contributed  to  the  same  effect. 
Henry  was  often  in  Brook-street,  but  she  seldom 
came.  Either  he  discouraged  a  frequent  inter- 
course between  us,  and  threw  impediments  in  its 
way,  which  effectually  checked  it,  or  else  it  never 
occurred  to  Alice  herself  to  interrupt  the  uniform 

*  From  "  The  Revellers,"  by  Mrs.  Hemans. 
VOL.  II.  D 
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course  of  her  daily  employments  and  pursuits,  in 
order  to  accommodate  herself  to  our  totally  dif- 
ferent mode  of  life. 

We  had  begun  going  out  a  great  deal  in  society, 
and  Mrs.  Middleton  proposed  to  Henry  that  Alice 
should  do  so  too,  and  offered  to  take  her  with  us 
wherever  we  went ;  but  he  declined  this  offer  in 
the  most  positive  manner ;  and  when  his  sister 
almost  indignantly  pressed  him  to  explain  his 
refusal,  he  said  that  Alice  had  peculiar  notions  on 
the  subject  which  he  did  not  wish  to  thwart. 

"  But  we  could  persuade  her  out  of  those 
notions,"  persisted  Mrs.  Middleton;  "for  surely 
it  is  a  great  pity  for  you  and  for  herself  that  she 
should  remain  a  stranger  to  your  friends  and 
acquaintances,  while  you  associate  with  them  as 
much  as  before  your  marriage." 

"  It  may  be  a  pity,  Mary,"  was  his  impatient 
answer,  "  but  it  is  inevitable,  and  you  only  torment 
me  by  urging  me  on  the  subject." 
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Mrs.  Middleton,  who  was  not  easily  put  down^ 
after  vainly  remonstrating  with  him  upon  it, 
entered  on  the  question  with  Alice  one  morning 
that  we  were  calling  upon  her,  and  tried  to  explain 
to  her  that  for  her  husband's  sake  she  should 
endeavour  to  make  friends  with  his  friends,  and 
to  go  where  he  went. 

Alice  looked  at  her  with  surprise,  and  assured 
her  that  she  was  perfectly  ready  to  make  acquaint- 
ance with  any  of  Henry's  friends,  or  to  comply 
with  any  request  of  his. 

"  Then,  my  dear  child,"  replied  Mrs,  Middleton, 
"  why  does  your  husband  object  to  your  going  out 
with  us  of  an  evening?  You  ought  not  to  shut 
yourself  up  ; — you  should  endeavour  to  assimilate 
your  tastes  to  his." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  his  tastes  are,"  said  Alice, 
"  nor  where  he  is  while  I  am  at  home.*" 

"  He  is,"  said  Mrs.  Middleton,  "  among  his 
friends  and  his  acquaintance.  He  is  where  I  want 
D  2 


LIBRARY 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLINOIS 


dJ  ELLEN    MIDDLETON. 

to  take  you, — where  he  will  see  you  amused  and 
admired,  and  love  you  all  the  better  for  it." 

"  Not  for  going  against  his  wishes  ?  "  said  Alice, 
gently. 

"  He  must  have  misunderstood  you,  my  dear 
child.'^ 

"  No,  he  has  not,"  she  answered  with  firmness ; 
the  colour  in  her  cheek  was  slightly  heightened; 
and  after  a  pause  she  said  earnestly — "  I  think  I 
understand  you  now,  dear  Mrs.  Middleton,  and  I 
feel  your  kindness  ;  but  do  not  urge  me  on  this 
subject :  you  would  give  me  more  pain  than  plea- 
sure, and  do  me  more  harm  than  good." 

She  rose  suddenly,  went  to  the  table,  and  took 
from  it  a  bunch  of  violets,  which  she  gave  me. 
When  she  sat  down  again,  her  face  was  as  calm  as 
usual. 

On  our  way  home,  Mrs.  Middleton  seemed 
absorbed  in  thought;  and  her  manner  to  Henry, 
whom  we  found  waiting  for  us  in  Brook-street, 
was  unusually  cold. 
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Whenever  we  went  into  society  we  met  him,  and 
he  still  contrived  never  to  lose  sight  of  me ;  and 
by  looks,  by  words  quickly  uttered,  by  sudden 
changes  of  tone  and  manner,  to  convey  to  me 
the  knowledge  of  his  secret  feelings.  The  tone  of 
those  feelings,  and  his  mode  of  conversation,  varied 
from  day  to  day.  Sometimes  he  was  moody  and 
almost  savage  in  his  manner,  and  every  word  he 
uttered  bordered  on  a  threat.  At  other  times  he 
seemed  only  anxious  to  re-establish  between  us  a 
footing  of  confidence  and  intimacy.  On  one  of 
these  occasions,  I  met  him  at  a  ball  at  Lady 
Wyndham's,  my  Dorsetshire  acquaintance.  I  had 
been  dancing  with  him,  and  afterwards  had  walked 
into  a  room  which  was  cool,  compared  with  those 
that  preceded  it.  Several  people  were  standing 
about  a  round  table  covered  with  prints,  albums, 
and  caricatures.  We  sat  down  on  a  small  couch 
by  the  window ;  and  after  some  trifling  conversa- 
tion,  in  which  he  incidentally  named  his  wife,  I 
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told  him  that  I  could  not  understand  his  line  of 
conduct  with  regard  to  her.  "  I  am  not  speaking, 
now,  of  your  feelings  or  your  affections,"  I  added 
hastily ;  "  although  God  knows  there  would  be 
enough  to  wonder  over  on  that  score ;  but  of  your 
way  of  going  on  as  a  married  man.  There  may 
be  excuses  for  what  is  involuntary  in  our  feelings, 
but  surely  none  for  determined  and  systematic 
neglect." 

"  Neglect,"  he  replied,  "is  a  word  easily  uttered; 
but  could  you  as  easily  prescribe  to  me  a  line  of 
conduct  to  follow  ?  " 

"  Of  that,  your  conscience,  if  you  have  one," 
1  answered  impatiently,  "  ought  to  inform  you." 

"  Would  you  wish  me,"  he  returned  with  a 
sneer,  "  to  feed  birds  in  the  square  half  the  day, 
and  nurse  sick  people  during  the  other  half? 
Shall  I  learn  to  make  lint  and  choose  baby- 
clothes  ?  " 

"  Oh  no  I "  I  exclaimed ;  "  I  never  supposed  for 
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a  single  instant  that  you  could  equal  Alice,  or  do, 
in  all  your  life,  the  good  that  she  does  in  one  day ; 
but  if  you  shewed  her  confidence  and  kindness, — if 
you  treated  her  as  she  ought  to  be  treated......" 

"  She  would  love  me,  —  which  she  does  not 
now ! " 

"  I  am  persuaded  she  does." 

"  No  she  does  wof,"  he  answered,  with  some 
vehemence.  "  I  do  not  call  that  love  which  never 
made  the  voice  tremble,  or  the  heart  beat.  Is 
that  love  which  never  betrays  itself  by  emotion, 
Ellen?  Can  love  leave  the  soul  calm,  and  the 
spirits  unruffled .?  " 

"  Not  yours— not  mine,  perhaps,  Henry ;  but 
oh,  let  us  not  judge  purer  and  higher  natures  than 
ours,  by  the  tests  of  our  own  wayward  and  ill- 
governed  minds.  Indeed — indeed,  Alice  loves 
you." 

"  She  loves  me  as  she  loves  her  grandmother, 
her  brother  Johnny,  and  half   the   children   and 
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the  beggars  in  the  square.  You  must  excuse  me 
if  that  is  not  my  notion  of  love.  Do  not  look  so 
indignantly  at  me,  Ellen;  I  speak  bitterly,  but 
it  is  not  against  her  that  I  am  bitter.  I  would 
give  all  I  possess  at  this  moment  that  I  could  set 
her  free,  and  send  her  out  into  life  once  more, 
unshackled  by  hateful  ties,  and  at  liberty  to  choose 
another  destiny.  But  the  die  is  cast  ;  and  she  and 
I  must  drag  on  existence  together  through  the 
dreary  journey  of  life." 

"  But,  Henry — dear  Henry,"  I  exclaimed,  "  why 
will  you  not  try  to  gain  her  love  ?  If  you  do  not 
think  she  loves  you  now,  she  might — she  would,  if 
you  sought  it." 

"  And  if  she  did  ?  If  that  calm  nature  was 
roused  into  something  like  feeling ;  if  a  spark  of 
passion  fell  on  that  frozen  surface,  and  turned  it 
into  living  fire;  if,  following  my  sister's  blind 
advice,  I  sent  out  that  ignorant  child  into  the 
world  and  society,  to  learn  what  it  is  to  love  and 
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to  be  loved ;  to  hear  that  she  is  beautiful ;  to  be 
told  that  her  husband  ought  to  live  in  the  light 
of  her  eyes ;  ought  to  carry  her  in  his  heart,  and 
prize  each  hair  of  her  head  as  a  treasure  of  count- 
less price.  If  she  was  to  be  told  all  this,  and  then 
at  home  find  his  eyes  averted,  his  voice  cold,  his 
spirits  gone,  and  the  sight  of  her  beauty  as  much 
lost  upon  him  as  if  he  had  been  born  blind  ;  could 
she  bear  this,  Ellen  ?  Do  you  think  she  could  ? 
Would  she  not  curse  the  day  of  her  birth,  and 
the  day  of  her  marriage  ?  Would  she  not  perhaps 
enter  upon  a  course  which  would  end  in  shame 
and  misery ;  or  if  her  religion  kept  her  from 
that,  would  she  not  return  to  her  poor  people, 
to  her  flowers  and  her  birds,  with  a  breaking 
heart  and  a  wounded  spirit?  You  are  crying, 
Ellen?  Do  not  cry  for  her ;  she  is  calm  and 
happy  now,  and  I  pray  God  she  may  long 
remain  so ;  but  if  you  are  grieving  for  me — if 
you  have  ever  felt  the  least  affection  for  me, 
d3 
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then  cry  on ;  for  God  only  knows  how  miserable 
I  am ! " 

My  tears  were  indeed  falling  fast ;  and  it  was 
with  a  voice,  hardly  articulate,  that  I  addressed 
to  Henry  the  question  which  for  so  many  days 
had  trembled  on  my  lips,  and  never  yet  found 
utterance. 

'*  Why  did  you  marry  her  ?  " 

He  looked  at  me  steadily  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then  said, 

"  Ellen,  the  day  will  come  when  I  shall  answer 
that  question — and  another^  which  you  wish  to 
ask — but  cannot  find  words  or  courage  for.  There 
is  much  that  we  must  say  to  each  other — some- 
thing, perhaps,  that  we  may  do  for  each  other; 
but  then  there  must  be  no  reserve,  no  coldness, 
no  false  pride,  or  affected  prudery  in  our  inter- 
course. You  must  trust  me  completely,  as  I  will 
trust  you  ;  we  have  both  of  us  secrets  which  have 
weighed  upon  our  souls,   and   made   silence   and 
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solitude  dreadful  to  us.  Judge  then  what  I  have 
suffered  !  Ellen,  I  will  tell  you  my  secret — I 
know  yours.'''' 

"  Hush,  hush  !*"  I  exclaimed  wildly,  and  looked 
about  me  with  terror,  but  I  saw  we  were  alone  ; 
the  people  who  were  in  the  room  when  we  had 
entered  it  had  all  gradually  withdrawn,  and  the 
sound  of  music  and  of  voices  reached  us  faintly? 
where  we  sat.  I  covered  my  face  with  my  hands, 
and  murmured,  "  Speak  on." 

"  Ellen,"  continued  Henry,  "  Ellen,  1  have 
threatened,  I  have  tormented,  I  have  tortured  you  ; 
but  each  time  I  have  done  so  I  have  writhed 
myself  under  the  sense  of  what  I  was  doing ;  and 
when  you  know  all — when  you  know  under  what 
constraints,  with  what  hopes,  with  what  fears,  I 
have  acted " 

He  stopped  suddenly  short ;  I  raised  my  head 
abruptly,  and  in  the  door-way  before  us  stood  Sir 
Charles  Wyndham  and  Edward  Middleton.  Never 
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in  my  life  did  I  act  from  a  more  sudden  impulse 
than  at  that  moment.  I  started  forward,  and  in 
one  minute  was  at  Edward's  side.  My  cheeks 
were  flushed,  and  my  eyes  swelled  with  crying. 
I  pushed  by  Sir  Charles,  and  seizing  on  Edward's 
arm,  1  whispered  to  him,  "  Take  me  where  I  can 
speak  to  you — don't  judge  me— don't  condemn  me." 

He  did  not  say  a  single  word,  but  gave  me  his 
arm,  and  walked  with  me  through  all  the  crowded 
rooms  to  the  one  where  Mrs.  Middleton  was  sit- 
ting. He  almost  thrust  me  into  a  chair  by  her 
side,  and  disappeared  without  one  word  or  look. 

After  an  hour  of  talking  and  dancing,  both  of 
which  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  accomplished  by 
some  mechanical  power,  I  prevailed  on  Mrs.  Mid- 
dleton to  go  home.  While  we  were  looking  for 
our  cloaks  in  the  ante-room,  Henry  joined  us 
again.  He  was  holding  mine,  when  Edward 
rapidly  approached  us,  and  in  a  quiet  but  impe- 
rious manner  took  it  from  him,  and  put  it  on  me 
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himself;  on  which  Sir  Charles  Wyndham  remarked, 
''  That's  right,  Mr.  Middleton — you  should  never 
allow  married  men  to  play  the  gallants  with  young 
ladies.""  I  do  not  know  if  any  of  us  smiled  at  that 
observation.  If  there  was  a  smile,  it  must  have 
been  a  strange  one. 

As  we  were  driving  home,  after  a  few  moments 
of  silence,  1  asked  Mrs.  Middleton  if  she  had  been 
aware  that  Edward  was  arrived  in  London. 

"  We  expected  him  in  a  day  or  two,"  she  an- 
swered ;  "  but  I  believe  he  came  up  to  town 
to-day,  only  to  return  into  the  country  to-morrow." 

"  Has  he  seen  my  uncle  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  No,"  she  replied;  "  he  breakfasts  with  us 
to-morrow," 

There  was  joy  in  that  as  far  as  it  went,  though 
what  I  was  to  say  to  him,  and  how  I  was  to  ex- 
plain the  state  of  emotion  in  which  he  had  found 
me  that  evening  when  alone  with  Henry,  was  more 
than   I   could   devise,   and,    as   usual,   before  the 
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moment  arrived,  I  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
to  say  nothing  was  the  safest  course  to  pursue. 

When,  at  eleven  o'clock  the  next  day,  I  came 
into  the  breakfast-room,  Edward  was  just  arrived. 
He  shook  hands  with  me  kindly;  but  his  coun- 
tenance was  still  more  grave  than  usual. 

As  I  was  pouring  out  some  tea,  my  hand 
trembled — Mrs.  Middleton  observed  it,  and  said 
with  a  smile,  "  The  effects  of  dissipation,  Ellen. 
We  really  must  pull  up,  or  we  shall  have  you 
regularly  nervous^ 

"  How  did  you  like  your  ball  last  night,  Ellen  ?" 
asked  Mr.  Middleton. 

"  Not  at  all,"  I  answered,  and  felt  my  cheeks 
grow  crimson. 

"  Edward,"  said  Mrs.  Middleton,  "you  renewed 
your  acquaintance  with  Mrs.  Ernsley  last  night ; 
did  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  had  not  seen  her  since  my  return." 

As  he  said  these  insignificant  words,  he  sighed 
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deeply.  I  could  not  help  instantly  connecting 
in  my  mind  this  sigh  of  his  with  something  which 
I  fancied  Mrs.  Ernsley  might  have  told  him 
of,  that  had  fallen  under  her  observation  at 
Brandon ;  and  I  said  in  a  tone  of  irritation,  "  I 
know  nobody  whom  I  would  not  talk  to  rather 
than  to  Mrs.  Ernsley.  She  invariably  takes  a 
wrong  view  of  people  and  of  things." 

Edward  looked  at  me  steadily,  and  again  I  felt 
my  cheeks  flushing;  and,  in  my  embarrassment, 
I  exclaimed  that  the  fire  was  very  hot,  and  got 
up  to  place  a  screen  before  it.  He  helped  me 
to  carry  it,  and  said  in  a  whisper  as  he  did  so, 
"Do  not  be  ashamed  of  blushing ;  there  is  truth  in 
that  at  least."  After  this,  I  did  not  open  my  lips 
again  while  breakfast  lasted. 

When  my  aunt  had  left  the  room,  and  my  uncle 
was  completely  engrossed  by  the  newspaper, 
Edward  walked  to  the  chimney,  leant  his  back 
against  it,  and,  taking  hold  of  my  gloves,  which 
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were  lying  on  the  slab,  he  twisted  them  in  his 
hand ;  and  then,  as  by  a  sudden  effort,  said, 
"  Ellen,  come  here." 

I  obeyed,  and  in  a  voice  which  I  felt  was 
humble,  though  it  tried  to  be  careless  and  gay, 
I  said — "  Give  me  back  my  gloves,  Edward  ;  you 
are  spoiling  them." 

He  detained  them  an  instant,  as  I  took  hold  of 
them,  and  said  half  sternly,  half  tenderly  — 
"Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me?  I  thought 
last  night " 

"  Oh,  last  night,  I  was  quite  beside  myself," 
I  interrupted,  with  a  nervous  attempt  at  a  laugh. 
"  I  talked  nonsense  to  everybody,  and  you  must 
not  call  me  to  account  for  what  I  may  have  said 
or  done." 

"  I  am  afraid  not,"  he  answered  coldly ;  and, 
taking  up  a  newspaper,  he  sat  down  again  at 
the  table. 

I  remained  standing  where  he  had  left  me,  with 
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my  eyes  fixed  upon  him,  vainly  endeavouring  to 
find  out  some  means  of  appeasing  him.  Nothing 
but  openness  and  frankness  could  reinstate  me  in 
his  favour :  and  how  could  I  be  open  and  frank  ? 
What  could  I  tell  him  that  would  justify  my 
intimacy  with  Henry  ?  or  account  for  the  agitation 
which  his  words  had  caused  me  ?  Nothing  ; 
nothing  short  of  the  truth',  and  that — oh!  how 
wearied  I  was  with  that  eternal  combat  with 
myself — with  that  everlasting  question,  so  often 
asked,  and  so  often  answered  by  my  own  mind. 
I  absolutely  shrunk  from  discussing  it  with  myself 
again. 

I  walked  impatiently  up  and  down  the  room, 
and  when  Mrs.  Middleton  came  in  with  a  note 
in  her  hand,  which  she  gave  me  to  read,  I  felt 
glad  of  anything  which  would  break  the  course 
of  these  harassing  thoughts.  The  note  was  from 
Henry,  to  tell  his  sister  that  Alice  was  poorly,  and 
would  be  glad  to  see  herself  or  me. 
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"Shall  you  go?''  I  asked. 

"Will  you,  my  love?''  she  answered.  "I  ex- 
pect my  father  at  twelve,  and  your  visit  will,  I 
have  no  doubt,  be  more  acceptable  to  Alice  than 
mine." 

"Is  the  carriage  at  the  door?"  I  inquired;  and, 
having  ascertained  that  it  was,  I  ran  up  stairs  to 
put  on  my  bonnet. 

On  my  way  down,  I  opened  the  door  of  the 
breakfast  room,  to  see  if  Edward  was  gone.  He 
was  alone ;  and  as  I  came  in,  he  said,  "  Are  you 
going  to  see  Mrs.  Lovell  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  she  is  not  well,  I  hear,  and  wishes  to 
see  me." 

"  Do  you  like  her  as  much  as  you  once  told  me 
that  you  did?" 

"  I  do  like  her,  and  admire  her,  as  you  would 
too,  if  you  knew  her.  Oh,  how  you  would  approve 
of  her  !  she  is  so  unlike  me !"  I  added,  with  a 
deep  sigh. 
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Edward  coloured,  and  said,  "  Is  she  happy  with 
Henry  r 

"  I  do  not  exactly  know  if  she  is  happy  with 
him ;  happy  at  least  in  the  sense  which  I  attach 
to  the  word ;  but  I  do  know  that  I  ardently  wish 
her  to  be  so,  and  there  is  truth  in  this^  Edward." 

"  I  believe  you,"  he  answered,  and  held  out 
his  hand  to  me ;  "I  believe  you  in  spite  of  myself." 
He  hesitated,  and  seemed  to  wish  to  say  something 
more,  but  just  at  that  moment  my  uncle  called 
him  from  the  next  room ;  again  pressing  my  hand, 
he  took  leave  of  me,  and  I  got  into  the  carriage, 
and  drove  off  to street. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

When  I  behold  a  geaius  bright  and  base, 
Of  towering  talents,  and  terrestrial  aims, 
Methinks  I  see,  as  thrown  from  her  high  sphere, 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  soul  immortal 
With  rubbish  mixed,  and  glittering  in  the  dust. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 


When  I  arrived,  and  was  shown  into  the 
drawing-room,  I  found,  for  the  first  time,  Alice 
and  Henry  sitting  together ;  she  was  looking  very 
pale,  and  her  head  was  resting  on  her  hand  ;  but 
when  I  came  in,  she  smiled,  and  asked  me  to 
sit  by  her.  She  said  her  head  ached  very  much, 
but  that  it  did  not  signify ;  it  would  be  better 
soon. 

I   advised   her  not   to   keep  near  her  a    large 
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nosegay  of  lilacs  and  seringa,  the  odour  of  which 
was  overpowering. 

"  I  do  not  think  they  hurt  me,"  she  said ;  "  and 
it  was  so  kind  of  Mm  (looking  at  Henry)  to  get 
them  for  me  this  morning,  that  it  is  a  pleasure 
to  look  at  them." 

He  coloured  slightly,  as  she  said  this;  and 
taking  the  jug  in  which  they  were,  he  carried  it 
to  the  open  window. 

"  I  was  not  aware  that  they  were  bad  for  you, 
Alice,"  he  said;  "  but  if  they  are,  you  must  keep 
them  at  a  distance." 

"  She  is  really  very  unwell,"  he  continued, 
turning  to  me  ;  "  she  has  overtired  herself, 
completely.  Ellen,  you  must  persuade  her  to 
give  up  going  to  that  horrid  hospital ;  she  stayed 
there  so  many  hours  yesterday,  that  it  has  brought 
on  this  feverish  attack.  The  doctor  saw  her  this 
morning,  and  says  that  it  comes  from  nervous  ex- 
haustion. You  will  give  it  up,  Alice  ;  won't  you  ? " 
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"  If  you  wish  it,"  she  answered,  in  a  tone  of 
voice  which  had  a  note  of  sadness  in  it. 

"  She  stayed  there  till  twelve  o'clock  last  night," 
(he  whispered  to  me ;  and  there  was  some  emotion 
in  his  voice ;)  "  in  a  little  close  room,  with  a  dying 
woman." 

"  While  we  were  at  the  ball,"  I  thought  to 
myself;  and  taking  Alice's  hand,  I  kissed  it  with 
a  feeling  like  remorse;  though,  God  knows,  I 
had  not  wronged  her,  in  word  or  in  thought. 

After  a  few  minutes,  during  which  she  made 
a  few  languid  attempts  at  conversation,  her  head 
sunk  back  on  the  pillow  of  the  couch,  and  she 
fell  asleep.  Her  hands  were  joined  together,  and 
supported  her  cheek ;  the  transparent  paleness  of 
her  complexion  made  her  delicately  chiselled 
features  appear  as  if  they  were  carved  out  of 
the  purest  marble,  and  in  that  attitude  of 
perfect  repose  she  looked  more  beautiful  than 
I  had  ever  yet  seen  her. 
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Henry  and  I  sat  silently,  for  some  time,  by 
the  side  of  her  couch.  When  her  regular  breath- 
ing and  her  divided  lips  showed  that  she  had 
fallen  into  a  deep  slumber,  he  got  up  and  partly 
closed  the  shutters ;  then  opening  the  door  of  the 
back  sitting-room,  he  beckoned  to  me  to  follow 
him.  I  did  so ;  but,  putting  on  my  bonnet  and 
shawl  at  the  same  time,  I  prepared  to  go  away 
immediately. 

On  which  he  said  to  me  in  a  low  voice,  "  Now, 
Ellen,  for  once  I  can  speak  to  you  alone,  and 
without  interruption,  and  you  must  listen  to  me." 

I  answered  in  the  same  tone,  but  with  the  most 
determined  accent,  "  This  tyranny  is  intolerable, 
and  I  cannot  submit  to  it ;  if,  as  you  have  often 
hinted  to  me,  you  have  the  power  and  the  will  to 
make  me  miserable, — to  destroy  the  small  remnant 
of  happiness  which  I  can  ever  enjoy,  —  do  so! 
I  am  at  your  mercy." 

"  At  my  mercy  ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  at  my  mercy  ! 
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Ellen,  the  time  is  come  when  everything  must 
be  revealed  to  you,  when  there  must  be  no  secrets 
between  us ;  and  all  I  implore  is,  that  you  will 
hear  me.  It  is  of  the  utmost  importance  to  you, 
even  more  than  for  me,  that  you  should  do  so. 
I  saw  by  your  manner  yesterday,  and  by  Edward 
Middleton's  also,  that  subjects  of  such  vital 
importance  as  those  we  have  to  discuss  together 
cannot  be  carried  on  in  common  conversation, 
without  conveying  an  impression  which  might  be 
injurious  to  your  reputation ;  and  you  cannot 
imagine  how  much  this  idea  has  tormented  me. 
Your  peace  of  mind,  your  reputation,  Ellen,  are 
dearer  to  me  than  life  itself;  and  such  love  as 
mine  cannot  be  selfish " 

"  Henry,  Henry,  your  very  words  belie  you. 
I  am  indeed  fallen  low  in  your  eyes,  since  you,  the 
husband  of  another,  dare  to  speak  of  love  to  me." 

"  Not  of  such  love  as  mine.  You  do  not  think, 
Ellen,  you  cannot  believe  that  I  am  such  a  wretch 
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as  here,  in  my  own  house,  with  my  wife  ill  in  that 
next  room,  to  speak  to  you  of  my  love  with  any 
object  but  that  of  proving  to  you,  that  to  the  utter- 
most of  my  power,  I  will  guard  you  from  the  evils 
which  hangover  your  head.  Be  calm,  Ellen  ;  be 
reasonable,  I  implore  you  (he  continued,  as  I  wrung 
my  hands,  and  then  clasped  them  in  an  attitude  of 
despair) ;  Alice  did  not  close  her  eyes  last  night. 
After  undergoing  great  fatigue,  she  is  now  fallen 
asleep,  and  will  probably  slumber  on  for  some 
hours.  We  may  never  have  another  such  oppor- 
tunity of  speaking  without  restraint  or  interruption  ; 
and  nothing  can  seem  more  natural  than  that  you 
should  remain  here,  and  be  ready  to  comfort  and 
amuse  her  when  she  does  wake." 

"  Deceit !  deceit  !  everlasting  deceit !  '**  I  ex- 
claimed, as  I  sunk  down  on  a  chair  which  he  had 
placed  for  me  near  the  window.  "  How  my  soul 
loathes  it,  how  I  hate  and  despise  myself ! " 

"  But  will  it  not  be  some  comfort  to  you,  Ellen, 

VOL.  II.  E 
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to  open  your  heart  to  me?  Have  I  not  been  a 
friend  to  you  ?  You  see  how  guarded  I  am, — how 
careful  to  choose  words  that  can  neither  shock  nor 
offend  you.  Shew  me  confidence,  shew  me  kind- 
ness, and  you  can  obtain  from  me  every  effort  that 
a  man  can  make,  every  sacrifice  which  a  woman 
can  require  from  one  whose  whole  soul  is  bound  up 
in  her,  whose  existence  is  but  one  long  dream  of 

her But  this  is  not  what  I  meant  to  say," 

he  exclaimed,  abruptly,  and  getting  up  he  walked 
up  and  down  the  room,  and  passed  his  hand  over 
his  eyes ;  then  sitting  down  again,  he  said,  "  I  had 
better  begin  by  giving  you  an  account  of  the  cir- 
cumstances of  my  life,  which  will  explain  the  diffi- 
culties I  have  been  entangled  in,  the  sufferings  I 
have  endured,  aggravated  by  remorse,  and  by  the 
consciousness  that  I  had  brought  them  on  myself.'*'' 
"  Have  you  suffered  in  this  way,  Henry  ?  Oh 
then  speak  on,  for  I  shall  understand  you,  I  shall  feel 
for  you  though  no  one  else  in  the  world  should." 
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"  I  know  it,  Ellen  ;  I  am  persuaded  of  it. 
Circumstances  have  raised  a  barrier  between  us, 
which  ought  never  to  have  existed ;  but  there  must 
always  be  a  bond  of  sympathy  in  our  feelings 
which  nothing  ever  can  or  will  annihilate.  Do 
you  remember  that  when  I  left  College  I  went  to 
Elmsley,  and  spent  three  or  four  weeks  there  ? 

"  Yes,  I  do  ;  it  was  then  that  you  and  Edward 
began  to  treat  me  as  a  grown-up  woman,  and  that 
we  took  those  long  walks  in  the  country  which 
first  made  me  feel  intimate  with  you  both." 

''  It  was,"  he  resumed  ;  "  and  those  days  were  the 
last  that  I  ever  spent  free  from  care  and  anxiety. 
I  sometimes  look  back  to  them  and  live  them  over 
again  in  thought,  till  I  long  to  blot  out  from  my 
life  and  my  memory  all  that  has  intervened  be- 
tween that  time  and  this.  But  the  one  is  not  more 
impossible  than  the  other,"  he  added  with  a  sigh, 
and  for  a  moment  leant  his  face  on  his  hand,  and 
remained  silent.  *'  Well,"  he  resumed  after  a  pause, 
e2 
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"  I  left  Elmsley,  and  went  to  London ;  there  I  im- 
mediately plunged  into  the  wildest  dissipation,  and 
led  a  life,  the  details  of  which  I  am  ashamed  to 
describe   in  speaking   to  you.      With  an    income 
scarcely  sufficient  to  enable  me  to  live  as  a  gentleman, 
I  indulged  in  every  species   of  extravagance   and 
lavish  expenditure  ;  but,  above  all,  my  passion  for 
gambling  was  at  that  time  such,  that  it  seemed  to 
me  as  if  life  was  not  worth  having,   without  the 
means  of  gratifying  it.     For  weeks  I  lived  in  a 
state  of  continual  fever  ;  my  nights  were  turned  into 
days ;  and,  during  the  few  hours  of  sleep — but  not 
of  repose — which  gave  me  strength  to  return  to  the 
gaming-table,   the   rattling    of    the    dice  and  the 
shuffling  of  the  cards  haunted  me  in  my  dreams, 
with  alternations  of  exultation  and  despair,  as  vivid, 
though  not  as  distinct,  as  in  my  waking  hours. 
At  first,  (the  old  history  of  all  such  cases,)  I  won 
immensely,  and  this  encouraged  me  to  play  higher 
and  higher  stakes,  which,  when  the  tide  of  fortune 
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turned,  involved  me,  almost  before  I  was  conscious 
of  it,  in  debts  of  honour,  far  exceeding  in  amount 
what  I  could  even  contemplate  ever  having  the 
power  to  discharge.  Still  I  played  on  ;  a  gleam  of 
success  now  and  then  giving  me  a  feverish  hope 
that  I  might  regain  at  least  a  part  of  what  I  had 
lost.  I  played  on  till  the  case  grew  so  desperate, 
that  I  dared  no  longer  look  it  in  the  face ;  and  I 
lived  under  a  sort  of  perpetual  night-mare. 

As  long  as  I  had  any  money  left,  I  paid  what  I 
lost;  then  I  ran  into  debt  to  the  masters  of  the 
different  clubs,  and  borrowed  money  of  such  of  my 
acquaintance  as  were  kind  or  imprudent  enough  to 
lend  it.  To  others  I  lost  large  sums  on  credit, 
under  promises  to  pay  them  on  a  future  day.  When 
the  day  arrived  and  found  me  unable  to  meet  my 
engagements,  I  was  induced  to  give  bills  to  my 
creditors  for  other  and  distant  days.  Again  those 
days  came,  and  again  they  found  me  insolvent.  I 
will  not,  I  need  not,  go  through  all  the  miserable 
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details  of  the  difficulties  in  which  I  was  entangled, 
of  the  humiliating  excuses  I  had  to  make,  and  the 
more  humiliating  threats  and  reproaches  I  had  to 
endure.     It  is  enough  to  say  that,  with  desperate 
infatuation,    I   made   a   solemn     promise    to    my 
creditors  to  satisfy  them  all  on  the  first  day  of  the 
ensuing    month,   and  on   the   fulfilment   of    that 
promise  it  depended,    whether  my  character  as  a 
gentleman  was  still  preserved  or  irretrievably  lost. 
Ellen,  I  cannot  attempt  to  describe  to  you  what  I 
suffered  at  that  time.     The  wrestling  with  an  im- 
possibility, the  struggle  after  what  was  unattain- 
able, the  incapability  of  resigning  myself  to  what 
seemed  inevitable,  the  powerless  rage,  the  smarting 
pride,  the  agonized  self-reproach ;  it  was  dreadful, 
and  no  one  to  speak  to,  or  turn  to  .  .  .  ." 

"  And  why,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  why  did 
you  not  appeal  to  my  uncle  ?  Why  did  you  not 
speak  to  Edward  Middleton  ?  " 

An  expression  of   sudden  pain  and    a  burning 
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flush  spread  over  Henry's  countenance  at  this 
question.  After  a  moment's  hesitation  he  said, 
"  I  must  tell  you  all^  though  to  tell  you  this  gives 
me  a  pang  which  would  almost  atone  for  any 
degree  of  guilt.  You  must  know,  then,  that  it  Avas 
at  Oxford  that  I  acquired  a  taste  for  gambling, 
and  that  there,  I  ran  in  some  measure  the  same 
course  of  imprudence,  and  went  through  the  same 
suffering  that  I  have  just  described  to  you,  except 
that  the  sums  which  I  lost  amounted  to  hundreds 
instead  of  thousands.  Edward,  at  that  time, 
observed  that  something  weighed  on  my  spirits, 
and  easily  drew  from  me  a  confession  of  my  folly, 
and  my  embarrassments.  After  lecturing  me  for 
some  days  on  the  subject,  he  brought  me  a  draught 
for  the  amount  of  what  I  had  lost,  which  he  had 
obtained  for  me  from  Mr.  Middleton,  but  only  on 
the  condition  that  I  would  give  them  both  my 
most  solemn  word  of  honour  that  I  would  never 
play  again.     Mr.  Middleton's  letter  was  not  only 
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stern,  it  was  also  contemptuous ;  and  had  I  then 
been  able  to  devise  any  mode  of  extricating  myself 
from  my  difficulties,  I  would  have  refused  the  money 
and  the  promise  exacted  from  me ;  but  it  was  vain 
to  seek  for  any  such  ;  and  with  feelings  more 
wounded  than  grateful,  I  gave  the  promise  re- 
quired. How  I  kept  it,  you  have  seen ;  and  now 
you  can  understand  that  I  would  sooner  have  fled 
to  America,  and  never  shown  my  face  in  England 
again,  than  have  turned  to  Mr.  Middleton  for  aid 
or  assistance.  To  my  father  it  would  have  been 
useless  to  apply  ;  he  has,  as  you  know,  no  income 
but  what  he  derives  from  the  Navy  Pay  Office — *" 

Here  Henry  paused,  and  drew  a  long  breath  as 
if  to  gain  courage  to  proceed.  He  went  to  the 
door  of  the  next  room  to  ascertain  if  Alice  was 
still  fast  asleep  ;  and,  having  done  so,  he  again  sat 
down  by  my  side,  and  went  on  with  his 
history : — 

"  At  about  six  o'clock  on  the  day  on  which  I 
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had  pledged  myself  to  pay  my  debts,  after  several 
hours  of  weary  pacing  up  and  down  the  dusty 
and  sultry  streets,  in  which  I  had  met  with  several 
acquaintances,  who  had  turned  their  heads  away 
when  they  saw  me  coming,  I  walked  into  my 
father's  office  and  found  him  dressed  for  dinner, 
with  his  hat  and  his  gloves  in  his  hand,  and  a 
strong  expression  of  impatience  in  his  countenance. 

'  Oh,  how-do-you-do,  Henry,  my  boy,**  he  said 
as  I  came  in.  '  Do  you  know,  my  dear  fellow, 
you  could  do  me  a  great  kindness.  I  had 
appointed  the  chief  clerk  to  be  here  at  half-past 
six  upon  business,  quite  forgetting  that  I  was 
engaged  to  dine  and  sleep  at  Percy  Cross.  Now, 
if  you  have  nothing  particular  to  do  and  could  wait 
for  him  here,  I  should  still  be  in  time  for  dinner.' 

'* '  But  what  is  the  business  to  be  done?'  I  asked, 
and  threw  myself  at  full  length  on  one  of  the 
benches  of  the  office.  *  Am  I  competent  to  per- 
form it  ? ' 

e3 
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"  '  It  only  consists  in  unlocking  that  drawer,"  he 
replied,  'and  putting  into  his  hands  bank-notes 
to  the  amount  of  £5,000,  which  are  wanted  for 
some  payments  to  be  made  to-morrow  morning. 
There  is  nobody  here  at  this  moment  with  whom 
I  should  like  to  leave  this  key  ;    but  if  you  can 

stay ' 

"  '  Oh,  1  can  stay,  I  have  nothing  to  do.' 
"  I  held  out  my  hand  for  the  key,  put  it  in 
my  pocket,  wished  my  father  good-night,  and 
returned  to  my  pleasant  meditations.  I  had  been 
alone  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  when  the 
porter  of  the  office  came  in  and  told  me,  as  he 
handed  me  a  card,  that  a  gentleman  was  without 
and  wished  to  speak  to  me.  As  I  glanced  at 
the  name  on  the  card,  a  disagreeable  sort  of  feehng 
came  over  me;  and  as  I  desired  the  porter  to 
shew  the  gentleman  into  my  father's  private  room, 
and  followed  him  there,  I  mentally  resolved  to 
pick  a  quarrel  with   this  individual,   and  to  give 
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him  an  opportunity  of  blowing  my  brains  out — 
about  the  best  thing  that  could  happen  to  me, 
as  I  thought,  at  that  moment. 

"  Mr.  Escourt,  the  person  in  question,  had  been 
one  of  my  intimates  on  my  first  arrival  in  London, 
and  more  than  any  one  else  had  encouraged  me  in 
every  species  of  extravagance,  and  especially  in  my 
passion  for  gambling.  Often,  when  I  was  on  the 
point  of  checking  myself  in  the  insane  course  I 
was  pursuing,  he  had  urged  me  on  by  a  few 
dexterous  words,  and  laughed  at  those  fears  which 
the  desperate  condition  of  my  affairs  suggested. 
Latterly  he  had  won  from  me  large  sums  of 
money ;  and  I  now  owed  him  between  three  and 
four  thousand  pounds.  He  had  always  kept  on 
good  terms  with  me ;  but  I  had  reason  to  know 
that  he  was  one  of  those  who  had  been  most  active 
in  circulating  reports  against  my  character ;  and 
that  he  had  secretly,  and  in  the  unfairest  manner, 
used  his  influence  with  my  other  creditors  to  deter 
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them  from  granting  me  any  further  indulgence. 
Possessed  with  this  idea,  I  walked  into  the  room 
where  he  was  waiting.  I  cannot  exactly  describe 
to  you  what  passed  between  us ;  that  it  drove  me 
mad  for  the  time  is  all  I  can  say.  He  did  not 
utter  one  word  for  which  I  could  personally  call 
him  to  account ;  he  even  maintained  the  character 
of  my  friend  throughout  ;  but  he  contrived  at 
the  same  time  to  wound,  insult,  and  exasperate 
me  into  a  state  bordering  on  frenzy.  He 
informed  me  that,  in  spite  of  his  efforts  to  prevent 
it,  my  creditors  had  come  to  the  resolution  of 
taking  no  more  excuses ;  and  if  their  claims  were 
not  satisfied  on  that  very  day,  to  make  my 
conduct  known  to  the  world,  and  to  take  such 
measures  as  should  lead  to  my  expulsion  from 
the  clubs  of  which  I  was  a  member.  He 
ended  by  expressing  his  pity  for  me,  and  his 
willingness,  as  far  as  his  own  case  went,  to  forego 
all   claim   for    what    I   owed   him.      How   can    I 
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describe  to  you  the  insulting  sneer  that  pierced 
through  the  hypocritical  sympathy  of  his  counte- 
nance ?  How  shall  I  tell  you — how  will  you  under- 
stand— what  passed  through  me  in  that  moment  ? 
I  drew  up  haughtily ;  I  desired  him  to  spare  his 
pity,  to  reserve  his  forbearance  for  another  occa- 
sion ;  that  if  he  would  wait  five  minutes  I  would 
satisfy  him  that  his  friends  had  been  over-hasty 
in  their  conclusions ;  and  that,  having  so  satisfied 
him,  I  hoped  he  would  take  the  opportunity  of 
stating  to  them  that  very  evening,  that,  as  far  as 
his  case  was  concerned,  there  was  nothing  to  com- 
plain of  in  my  conduct  as  a  man  of  honour.  I  said 
all  this  in  a  calmer  tone  than  I  now  repeat  it  to 
you,  and  I  walked  out  of  the  room  with  a  steady 
step.  Do  you  guess  where  I  went?  I  went  to 
the  drawer  in  the  office,  unlocked  it,  counted  out 
the  money  that  I  wanted,  d£'3,500,  and  said  to 
myself  while  I  did  it,  '  At  twelve  o'clock  to-night 
I  shall  shoot  myself.'      I  locked  the  drawer  again, 
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put  the  key  in  my  pocket,  went  back  to  Escourt, 
and  handed  to  him  the  bank-notes.  He  bowed, 
offered  to  shake  hands  with  me,  hoped  I  did  full 
justice  to  his  good  intentions,  would  make  a  point 

of  stating  at 's  that  very  evening  what  had 

passed  between  us,  and  walked  away.  I  walked 
away  too;  but,  as  I  was  opening  the  door  of  the 
office  to  take  away  my  hat  and  stick,  I  met  Hard- 
ng,  whom  I  must  tell  you  (if  you  do  not  know 
talready)  is  a  half-brother  of  Mrs.  Tracy,  and 
consequently  her  uncle,"  he  said,  pointing  to  the 
next  room.  "  He  bowed,  and  told  me  that,  having 
met  my  father  in  Piccadilly,  who  had  stopped  in 
his  gig  to  inform  him  I  was  waiting  at  the  office 
for  him,  he  had  come  on  as  fast  as  he  could  in 
case  I  was  in  a  hurry.  I  looked  at  him  in  a 
strange  manner  I  suppose,  for  he  seemed  puzzled 
and  said,  '  I'm  afraid  you  are  not  well,  sir/ 

"  '  Not  very  well,'  I  stammered  out,  and  walked 
towards  the  door. 
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"  He  followed  me  and  said,  '  I  had  understood 
Mr.  Lovell  to  say,  sir,  that  he  had  left  with  you 
the  key  of ' 

'* '  Oh,  the  key, — yes,  I  have  the  key  at  my  lodg- 
ings ;  my  father  called  on  me,  and  left  it  there. 
Can  you  come  and  fetch  it  to-morrow  morning  ?' 

"  '  Why,  sir,  if  it  suited  you  as  well,'  he  began. 

"  '  I  am  not  going  home  at  present,  and  as  it 
comes  to  the  same '  1  rejoined. 

"  '  I  must  come  early  then,  sir  V 

"  '  As  early  as  you  please,'  I  said,  and  walked 
into  the  street,  where  the  air  appeared  to  me  to 
have  grown  ten  times  more  sultry  than  it  was  an 
hour  before.  The  pavement  seemed  literally  to 
burn  under  my  feet ;  and  the  sky  had  that  heavy 
leaden  look,  '  dark  as  if  the  day  of  doom  hung 
o'er  Nature's  shrinking  head  ;'  which  produces  a 
feeling  of  intolerable  oppression.  When  I  reached 
my  lodgings  it  was  beginning  to  rain.  I  threw 
open   the   window   of  my  room,   and  then   flung 
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myself  on  my  bed  in  a  state  which  baffles  all 
description.  The  prisoner  in  Newgate,  who  has 
just  had  his  sentence  read  to  him,  cannot  feel  him- 
self more  inevitably  condemned  to  death  than  I 
did  at  that  moment.  If  before  the  next  morning 
I  did  not  destroy  myself  I  was  nothing  but  a 
common  thief.  I  knew  that  the  only  circumstance 
which  distinguished  the  act  I  had  committed  from 
other  crimes  of  the  same  sort,  was,  that  detection 
was  so  inevitable,  the  evidence  against  me  so  in- 
disputable, that  it  could  only  have  been  the  act  of 
a  man  who  had  made  up  his  mind  to  die. 

"  I  was  to  die,  then,  and  by  my  own  hand.  Ellen, 
I  do  not  believe  that  I  am  a  coward ;  I  know  I 
am  not,  and  yet  I  trembled  dreadfully  when  death, 
real,  actual,  bloody  death,  stood  before  me  in  un- 
avoidable, almost  tangible,  shape ;  a  deadly  sickness 
crept  over  my  heart,  and  such  a  feebleness  into 
my  limbs,  that  a  worse  terror  seized  me  lest  I 
should  faint  and  not  recover  till  the  moment  when 
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Harding  should  arrive ;  that  perhaps  I  should  not 
have  strength  to  load  and  discharge  the  pistol; 
then  a  horrible  vision  passed  before  me  of  arrest, 
trial,  execution ;  of  scenes  to  which  all  that  had 
tortured  me  some  hours  ago  seemed  but  as  child's 
play.  I  started  wildly  from  my  bed,  and  flung 
my  arms  about  to  prove  to  myself  that  I  had  yet 
life  and  strength  enough  to  kill  myself.  A  racking 
pain  shot  across  my  head  ;  I  ground  my  teeth,  and 
then  I  felt  a  sudden  impulse  to  laugh  and  to  make 
mouths,  which  felt  very  like  going  mad.  I  saw 
a  bottle  of  laudanum  on  the  chimney-piece,  and 
seized  hold  of  it  with  desperate  eagerness ;  had  it 
been  full,  I  should  have  drunk  every  drop  in  it ; 
but  as  it  was,  there  was  only  a  small  quantity, 
which  quieted  me.  I  sat  down  by  the  window 
shivering  with  cold.  The  heavy  rain  was  driven  in 
by  sudden  gusts  of  wind,  and  I  remained  there 
till  gradually,  as  the  night  grew  darker  and  the 
sedative  began  to  take  effect,  I  sunk  into  a  heavy. 
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stupid  kind  of  calmness.  I  started  when  the  clock 
struck  ten ;  and,  groping  about  the  room,  I  found 
the  match-box  and  struck  a  light.  I  then  went  to 
my  bureau ;  and,  taking  out  of  the  drawer  my 
pistol-case,  I  placed  it  on  the  table,  and  then  sat 
down  to  write  a  few  lines  to  my  father.  I  gave 
him  a  short  and  tolerably  coherent  account  of  what 
I  had  done,  and  begged  him  to  avert  inquiry 
until  he  had  procured  the  means  of  replacing  the 
sum  I  had  taken.  Mr.  Middleton  will  not  refuse 
(I  added)  to  save  my  name  from  public  disgrace ; 

for  Mary's  sake 

"  When  I  wrote  that  last  sentence — when  I  came 
to  my  sister's  name,  I  threw  down  the  pen,  and 
gave  myself  up  for  a  few  minutes  to  a  burst  of 
grief,  in  which  1  forgot  everything  but  the  misery 
I  was  going  to  bring  upon  her.  As  I  was  search- 
ing a  drawer  for  some  sealing-wax,  my  hand 
touched  a  book  which  had  lain  there  for  many  a 
day  unopened.     It  was  a  small  New  Testament, 
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which  she  had  given  me  before  I  went  to  Oxford. 
I  must  hurry  on  with  my  story,  Ellen,  or  I  would 
tell  you  how  this  accidental  circumstance  gave  a 
new  turn  to  my  thoughts ;  how  I  suddenly  remem- 
bered that  when  I  was  a  child  I  had  believed  what 
that  book  taught,  and  that  since,  I  had  never  once 
thought  whether  I  did  believe  it  or  not.  I  knew 
1  was  going  to  die ;  and  there  was  a  certain  phrase 
in  that  book  which  seemed  very  plain  to  me  at 
that  moment,  '  It  is  appointed  to  all  men  once  to 
die,  and  after  that  the  judgment.'  I  don't  know 
how  it  happened  that  I  recollected  it  so  well,  for 
it  was  years  since  I  had  read  it ;  but  somehow  I 
did  ;  and  again  I  thought  that  my  brain  would 
give  way,  for  kill  myself  I  must ;  and  if  that  was 
true,  it  would  not  do  to  think  any  more ;  and  so  I 
got  up  and  walked  to  the  table.  Now,  Ellen,  listen 
to  me  quietly ;  don't  agitate  yourself  in  this  man- 
ner; for  God's  sake  be  calm.  If  Alice  should  wake, 
what  would  she  think  ?" 
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I  Struggled  with  myself,  conquered  my  agita- 
tion, and  made  a  sign  to  him  to  go  on. 

"Just  as  I  was  loading  the  pistol,"  he  said,  "some 
one  knocked  at  the  door ;  I  instinctively  seized  on 
the  case ;  and  putting  it  into  the  bureau  locked  it 
up,  and  went  to  the  door.  I  had  expected  to  see 
the  housemaid  or  my  own  servant,  and  almost 
staggered  back  when,  on  opening  it,  I  saw  Mrs. 
Tracy,  Alice's  grandmother.  Her  coming  took 
me  so  entirely  by  surprise  that  I  did  not  attempt 
at  first  to  send  her  away,  or  to  conceal  from  her 
that  I  was  in  a  state  of  mental  agitation.  I  sat 
down  on  the  nearest  chair,  and  stared  at  her  in 
silence.  She  locked  the  door ;  and,  sitting  down 
opposite  to  me,  said  in  a  calm  and  perfectly  reso- 
lute tone  of  voice : 

"  '  Mr.  Henry,  you  have  done  something  dread- 
ful to-night,  and  now  you  intend  to  do  something 
worse;  but  you  shall  not.' 

*'  I  tried  to  rouse  myself.     I  stammered  out  that 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  93 

she  was  out  of  her  mind — beside  herself;  that  I 
was  busy,  worried  ;  that  I  begged  she  would  go ; 
that  I  insisted  upon  it ;  and  I  tried  to  work  myself 
into  a  passion.  She  got  up;  and  looking  me  full 
in  the  face,  said  sternly, 

"  '  Don't  lie  to  me,  Henry.  I  know  you ;  I  know 
what  you  have  done ;  I  know  what  you  mean  to 
do;  but  God  has  sent  me  to  save  you." 

"  '  None  of  your  cant,  Tracy, '  I  now  exclaimed 
in  a  violent  passion ;  *  leave  me ;  this  moment 
leave  me."* 

" '  Mr.  Henry,'  she  said,  '  do  you  remember 
thisf  and  she  put  something  into  my  hands. 

"  What  a  strange  change  is  sometimes  wrought 
in  us  in  an  instant,  Ellen !  It  was  a  small  picture  of 
my  mother — of  her  who  died  in  giving  me  birth 
— of  her  whose  image  had  often  stood  between 
me  and  temptation,  and  delayed  the  ruin  it  could 
not  avert.  I  had  given  this  miniature  to  Tracy, 
and  had  charged  her  to  keep  it  for  me  on  the  day 
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when  I  first  left  home  for  school.  It  brought 
back  to  my  mind  a  train  of  childish  recollections, 
and  vague  reminiscences,  which  completely  over- 
came me.  I  pressed  the  picture  to  my  lips.  My 
pride  gave  way ;  tears  burst  from  my  eyes  ;  and 
in  that  moment  of  emotion  I  confessed  the  whole 
truth  to  her.     She  had  guessed  it  all  before. 

"  Her  brother  had  been  aware  for  some  time  past 
how  deeply  I  was  involved  in  debt.  He  knew  the 
state  of  my  affairs,  and  that  I  neither  possessed, 
nor  had  the  means  of  raising  a  single  shilling. 
Escourt,  with  whom  he  had  some  previous  ac- 
quaintance, had  informed  him,  as  they  met  at  the 
door  of  the  office,  that  I  had  just  paid  him  the 
large  sum  of  .£'3,500.  These  facts,  coupled  with 
my  paleness  and  incoherence;  my  pretending 
that  the  key  was  at  my  lodgings,  while  he  per- 
fectly knew  that  my  father  had  given  it  me  a 
moment  before  in  the  office ;  above  all,  my  telling 
him  that  I  was  not  going  home,  and  appointing 
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him  for  the  next  morning,  while,  by  dodging  me 
in  the  streets,  he  ascertained  that  I  had  gone 
straight  home  ; — all  this  had  left  no  doubt  in  his 
mind  as  to  the  state  of  the  case ;  and  his  sister 
happening  to  be  in  town,  and  at  his  house,  he  had 
imparted  to  her  his  surmises.  All  this  she  re- 
peated to  me;  and  then,  crossing  her  arms  and 
standing  before  me,  she  said,  '  And  now  what  is 
to  be  doner 

"  Upon  this  followed  a  conversation,  all  the 
details  of  which  I  need  not  give  you.  It  began 
by  her  suggesting  a  variety  of  plans  for  extricating 
me  from  my  difficulties,  each  one  more  hopeless 
and  more  unfeasible  than  the  other.  It  ended 
by  her  proposing  an  arrangement,  which  she  had 
Jong  previously  had  in  contemplation,  and  which 
the  events  of  that  evening  had  only  hurried  into 
maturity. 

"  And  now  that  I  am  arrived  at  this  point  in 
my  history,  Ellen,   it   is  necessary  that   I  should 
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explain  to  you  some  circumstances  which  can  alone 
account  for  this  strange  proposal.  My  sister  has 
told  you,  I  believe,  that  I  owed  my  life  as  a  child 
to  this  woman's  unwearied  devotion.  The  kind 
of  passionate  attachment  which  she  showed  me, 
and  the  influence  of  a  strong  though  uncultivated 
mind,  kept  up  in  me  an  habitual  regard  for  her 
which  lasted  beyond  my  childish  years.  When  a 
boy  at  Eton,  and  even  when  I  was  at  Oxford,  I 
used  often  to  write  to  her,  and  always  to  visit  her 
whenever  I  went  through  London.  On  these 
occasions  I  always  saw  her  beautiful  little  grand- 
daughter, whom  she  brought  up  in  the  strictest 
seclusion,  and  with  the  most  anxious  care.  Even 
then,  I  detected  the  dawning  of  a  scheme  which 
she  had  evidently  formed,  and  dwelt  upon,  and 
cherished,  till  it  had  grown  into  a  passionate  desire 
to  see  Alice  married  to  me.  She  used  occasionally 
to  throw  out  hints  on  the  subject,  which  I  treated 
as  jokes ;  and  when  she  confided  to  me,  two  years 
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before  the  time  which  I  am  speaking  of,  that  her 
brother-in-law,  an  old   miserly  grocer   at  , 

had  left  Alice  .5^1,500,  she  looked  anxiously  into 
my  face,  and  seemed  disappointed  at  the  indiffer- 
ence with  which  I  received  this  communication, 
which  she  charged  me  to  keep  a  secret.  She  lived 
so  much  alone,  and  the  nature  of  her  character 
was  such,  that  whatever  idea  suggested  itself 
strongly  to  her  mind,  took  by  degrees  such  a  hold 
of  it,  that  it  absorbed  all  other  considerations,  and 
acquired  a  disproportionate  magnitude.  She  ad- 
mitted to  herself  no  possibility  of  happiness  for 
Alice  but  in  a  marriage  with  me.  She  had  a 
superstitious  conviction  that  such  an  event  was 
predestined;  she  had  dreamt  dreams  and  had 
visions  on  the  subject,  and  would  gladly,  I  believe, 
have  sacrificed  her  life  to  accomplish  it. 

"  When,  therefore,  by  a  singular  train  of  cir- 
cumstances, she  found  me  in  a  situation  of  hopeless 
difficulty  and  danger,  from  which  nothing  but  the 
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immediate  possession  of  a  large  sum  of  money 
could  rescue  me,  she  offered  me  Alice's  fortune 
and  hand ;  but  annexed  to  this  proposal  the  fol- 
lowing conditions.     She  said — 

"  '  Give  me  a  written  promise,  signed  by  your- 
self, and  witnessed  by  two  persons  whom  I  shall 
bring  with  me  here,  that  you  will  marry  her,  when 
I  call  upon  you  to  do  so.  Give  me,  besides  that, 
a  written  statement  of  all  the  circumstances  which 
have  led  to  this  arrangement  between  us.  Let  it 
be  signed  and  witnessed  in  the  same  manner. 
Make  a  will,  by  which,  in  the  event  of  your  dying 
before  this  marriage  takes  place,  you  will  bequeath 
whatever  you  possess  to  Alice,  and  in  which  you 
will  give  me  full  sanction  to  reveal  all  the  parti- 
culars of  this  transaction  to  your  family,  and  call 
upon  them  to  make  up  to  me  for  the  sum  which 
I  shall  now  place  at  your  disposal.  Give  me  your 
promise  that  Alice  shall  never,  as  long  as  she 
lives,  be  made  acquainted  with  the  circumstances 
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which  have  led  to  this  compact,  and  neither 
before  or  after  her  marriage  have  any  reason  to 
suppose  that  such  an  arrangement  was  entered 
upon.  Do  this,  Mr.  Henry,  and  by  to-morrow 
morning  .^10,000,  paid  into  your  hands,  will 
enable  you  to  discharge  your  debts,  and  to  reas- 
sume  your  position  in  the  world.' 

"  I  need  not  tell  you,  Ellen,  how  much  my 
pride,  how  much  my  feelings,  revolted  against  the 
sale  of  myself,  which  this  bargain  involved,  and, 
above  all,  how  hateful  it  was  to  me  to  place  myself 
in  the  power  of  this  woman  and  of  her  brother ; 
but  situated  as  I  was,  there  was  no  choice  between 
death  or  disgrace  on  the  one  hand,  and  a  bhnd 
acceptance  of  her  conditions  on  the  other. 

"  I  strongly  remonstrated,  however,  against  the 
second  of  her  stipulations,  which  seemed  to  have 
no  other  object  but  that  of  keeping  me  continually 
in  her  power;  but  she  was  determined  to  carry 
this  point ;  and  at  last  I  consented  to  give  up  to 
p  2 
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her  the  letter  I  had  already  written  to  my  father, 
which,  together  with  the  other  papers,  to  be  drawn 
up  the  next  day,  made  out  a  case  against 
me,  such  as  would  enable  her  at  any  moment 
to  expose  me  to  the  world,  and  blast  my  reputa- 
tion. These  papers  are  no  doubt  to  this  day  in 
her  possession.  I  have  never  offended  or  displeased 
her  without  her  recalling  this  fact  to  my  recollec- 
tion. Now  it  signifies  comparatively  little  to  me 
whether  she  has  destroyed  them  or  not.  I  told 
her  she  was  in  honour  bound  to  do  so  on  the 
day  I  married  Alice ;  but  whether  she  has  or  not, 
I  have  not  been  able  clearly  to  ascertain.  Now, 
she  cannot  use  them  against  me,  without  doing  an 
injury  to  her;  and  on  this  subject  I  have  ceased 
to  trouble  myself.  Well,  she  left  me  that  evening, 
having,  a  second  time,  saved  my  life ;  and  grateful 
I  should  have  been  to  her,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
spirit  of  distrust,  and  hard  bargaining,  which  she 
had  evinced  throughout,  and  which  modified  my 
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gratitude  in  a  way  which  I  regretted  myself. 
The  next  morning  she  returned  with  her  brother, 
and  a  lawyer,  who  drew  up  my  will,  and  saw 
me  sign  it,  as  well  as  my  promise  of  marriage. 
John  Harding  looked  gloomy  and  dark;  he 
evidently  disapproved  of  the  whole  affair,  and 
thought  his  niece  had  the  worst  of  the  bargain, 
as  I  heard  him  muttering  to  himself;  but  he  was 
always  completely  governed  by  his  sister;  and 
though  he  has  since  attempted  to  annoy  me  in 
different  ways,  he  has  never  yet  ventured  to  act 
for  himself,  except  in  that  foolish  attempt  to 
frighten  you  at  Brandon,  which  his  son  forced 
him  into,  and  which  he  thought,  if  successful, 
might  be  more  profitable  to  himself  than  the 
arrangement  as  it  then  stood.  Now,  Ellen,  can  you 
understand,  that,  after  all  this,  in  spite  of  Alice's 
beauty  and  of  her  merits  (for  I  do  not  attempt 
to  deny  them),  the  idea  of  marrying  her  was 
always  connected  in   my  mind  with  so  much  that 
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was  painful  and  disgraceful  in  my  past  life,  that 
I  shrunk  from  it  with  a  morbid  repugnance,  which  I 
vainly  tried  to  conquer  ? 

"  Now,  Ellen — now  I  am  come  to  the  time  when 
every  feature  of  my  history  is  closely  connected 
with  yours.  Dearest  Ellen,  listen  to  me  calmly; 
and  if  I  speak  of  feelings  which  must  not  now  be 
proclaimed  to  the  world  ;  if,  in  going  over  the 
ground  which  we  once  trod  together,  words  of  love 
and  of  regret  escape  my  lips ;  forgive  me !  bear 
with  me!  and  forget  everything  but  that  I  have 
loved  and  lost  you— that  I  deserve  to  be  pitied." 

After  a  pause,  he  said,  "  I  have  not  asked  you 
for  a  promise  of  secresy ;  I  am  not  afraid  of  being  in 
your  power  ;  but,  dear  Ellen,  there  are  facts  which 
I  am  now  going  to  reveal  to  you,  which  con- 
cern you  personally  ;  and  yet  which  you  must  give 
me  a  solemn  promise  never  to  reveal  to  any  one." 

"  If  they  concern  me  personally,"  I  hastily 
replied,  "  surely  I   can  decide  for  myself  on  that 
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point ;  I  will  bind  myself  by  no  promise.  You 
are  not  afraid  of  being  in  my  power,  and  you 
are  right;  but  you  wish — forgive  me,  Henry, 
I  must  speak  the  truth — you  wish  to  keep  me 
in  yours ;  and  this  is  ungenerous." 

"  When  you  know  the  truth,"  he  answered 
coldly,  "you  will  retract  this  unkind  accusation. 
If  you  intend,  which  I  suppose  is  the  case,  to 
marry  Edward  Middleton,  you  are  no  doubt 
anxious  to  keep  no  secret  from  him ;  but  I  protest 
unto  you,  Ellen,  that  if  you  do  marry  him, 
especially  in  ignorance  of  the  real  nature  of  your 
position,  you  will  bring  upon  yourself, — I  said 
it  to  you  once  before, — incalculable  misery  !  You 
do  not  believe  me, — I  see  you  do  not !"  he  ex- 
claimed, with  impatience ;  "  but  you  must  believe 
me  if  1  swear!"  and  snatching  up  Alice's  Bible 
from  the  table  near  us,  he  laid  his  hand  upon  it, 
and  swore  that  he  spoke  nothing  but  the  truth. 

"  I  do  not  intend  to  marry  Edward  Middleton," 


104  ELLEN    MIDDLETON. 

I  said;  "I  never  will  inflict  upon  him  a  wife, 
whose  heart  and  whose  life  cannot  be  laid  open 
before  him.  I  would  sooner  die  than  reveal  to 
him  the  dissimulation  I  have  already  practised, 
the  threats  I  have  heard  from  your  lips,  the  words 
of  love  I  have  been  compelled  to  endure  from 
you, — from  you,  the  husband  of  Alice,  of  whom 
you  are  as  unworthy,  as  I  am  of  him.  No,  I 
shall  never  be  Edward's  wife ;  I  never  will  bring 
sorrow  and  disgrace  upon  him,  I  have  stooped 
to  deceit ;  I  am  entangled  in  falsehood ;  I  must 
wade  through  the  mire ;  I  must  drink  of  the 
poisoned  cup  which  you  hold  to  my  lips;  but, 
with  you  at  least,  I  will  be  true  !  Since  there  are 
to  be  no  secrets  between  us,  Henry  Lovell,  I  will 
tell  you  what  I  have  never  told  any  human  being  ; 
and  that  is,  that  I  love  Edward  with,  all  the 
powers  of  my  soul;  with  all  the  passion,  and  all 
the  tenderness,  which  outlives  hope,  and  feeds 
upon  despair ! "" 
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As  this  burst  of  wounded  feeling  escaped  from 
me,  I  laid  my  hand  on  the  sacred  book  before  me, 
and,  turning  to  Henry  with  flashing  eyes  and 
glowing  cheeks,  I  said,  "  What  are  your  con- 
ditions ? — dictate  them." 

Again  I  saw  in  his  face  the  fearful  expression 
which  recalled  to  me  the  scene  on  the  sea-shore 
at Bay. 

"I  make  none,"  he  replied,  with  a  withering 
sneer  ;  "  I  leave  you  to  the  tender  mercies  of  those 
whom  you  loye.  When  Edward  learns,  not  from 
me,  but  from  one  who  shares  with  me  the  secret 
of  Julia's  death,  the  details  of  that  catastrophe ; 
you  may  then  seek  for  consolation  and  tenderness 
at  his  hands." 

I  saw,  by  a  sudden  change  in  Henry's  counte- 
nance, how  deadly  pale,  how  dreadfully  agitated 
mine  must  have  been,  for  he  looked  almost  as 
terrified  as  I  felt;  and,  giving  one  rapid  glance 
into  the  next  room,  he  seized  on  some  water 
f3 
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that  was  on  the  table,  and  held  it  to  my  lips. 
I  swallowed  a  few  drops ;  and  in  a  hoarse  voice 
articulated — "  Speak,  speak ! " 

"  Swear  solemnly,"  he  cried ;  "  call  God  to 
witness,  that  you  will  never  reveal  to  Edward  the 
facts  that  I  will  now  disclose  to  you,  nor  the  history 
of  Julia's  death." 

"I  do ;  so  help  me  God !  and  may  He  judge 
between  you  and  me  !  Speak,  while  I  have 
strength  to  hear  you  !  " 

"  Your  strength  is  not  likely  to  fail  you,"  he 
retorted,  with  a  sneer ;  "  for  your  courage  and 
your  eloquence  seem  always  equal  to  the  task  of 
braving  and  insulting  me:  when  you  hear  what 
I  have  now  to  tell,  perhaps  you  will  regret  the 
harshness  of  your  language.'* 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then,  in  a  more 
natural  tone  of  voice,  he  said,  "A  few  months  after 
the  occurrences  which  I  related  to  you  just  now, 
I  went  to  Elmsley.     You  know  as  well  as  I  do 
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in  what  way  we  spent  that  summer.  You  were 
grown  into  a  woman ;  but  you  were  still  a  child, 
a  child  in  spirits,  and  in  careless  gaiety ;  and  I 
scarcely  thought  of  you  but  as  such.  I  hardly 
was  conscious  of  my  own  feelings,  till  I  was 
enhghtened  as  to  their  nature  by  the  increasing 
dislike  and  repugnance  with  which  I  turned  from  the 
idea  of  my  engagement  to  Alice.  One  day,  to  my 
great  surprise,  my  sister  told  me  that  Mrs.  Tracy 
had  been  with  her  to  consult  her  as  to  her  future 
abode;  and,  to  my  inexpressible  annoyance,  she 
also  informed  me  that  she  had  offered  her  the 
cottage  at  Bridman,  and  that  she  had  readily 
accepted  it.  From  the  moment  that  I  heard  this, 
I  was  in  continual  dread  of  a  meeting,  that  might 
bring  to  light  our  relative  positions;  for  I  still 
had  a  vague  hope  that  something  or  other  might 
occur  to  prevent  the  accomplishment  of  this  hate- 
ful marriage.  I  wrote  to  Mrs.  Tracy,  to  urge  her, 
in  the  strongest  manner,  not  to  come  to  Bridman, 
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a  step  which,  I  assured  her,  would  answer  to 
none  of  the  parties.  She  instantly  conceived  the 
idea  that  I  had  fallen  in  love  vrith  you ;  and 
she  wrote  me  letters  full  of  the  most  violent 
reproaches  and  upbraidings;  and,  a  short  time 
after,  having  come  alone  to  Bridman,  to  inspect 
the  arrangement  of  the  cottage,  she  walked  over 
to  Elmsley,  and  made  her  way  to  my  room,  unob- 
served, as  it  turned  out,  by  any  one  in  or  about 
the  house,  with  the  exception  of  my  own  servant. 
That  day,"'  continued  Henry  in  a  hurried  and 
nervous  manner,  "was  the  15th  of  July.  You 
know  my  room  at  Elmsley — the  window  was  open 
— we  heard  voices  and  footsteps  on  the  verandah — 
we  looked  out — I  need  not  tell  you  what  we  saw — 
dreadful  words  burst  from  Tracy's  lips" 

"O  God!  O  God!"  I  exclaimed,  as  Henry 
paused  in  the  excess  of  his  agitation,  "  O  God  of 
mercy,  my  punishment  is  greater  than  I  can  bear  I" 

Henry  went  on — "  I  know  not  what  inspired 
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me  to  act  as  I  did.  I  locked  the  door  of  the  room 
inside,  and,  springing  from  the  window  on  to  the 
verandah,  and  then  down  the  bank,  I  was  in  a 
moment  where  at  one  glance  I  saw  the  hopeless 
result  of  what  had  occurred.  I  felt  terrified  for 
you " 

"  Would  to  God ! "  I  cried  out  in  so  loud  a 
voice,  that,  with  a  look  of  terror,  Henry  laid  his 
hand  on  my  mouth ;  "  would  to  God ! "  I  re- 
peated in  a  lower  tone,  "  that  you  had  then  pro- 
claimed to  them  all  what  I  had  done.  Would  to 
God  !  that  you  had  dragged  me  into  my  uncle's 
presence,  and  denounced  me  as " 

"  Hush,  hush,  be  quiet,  and  listen  to  me :  I 
rushed  back  to  my  room ;  I  found  Tracy  pale 
with  horror;  and  when  I  told  her  that  the  child 
was  dead,  she  wrung  her  hands,  and  again  cried 
out  that  you  had  killed  her — murdered  her.  My 
rage  then  grew  so  dreadful,  that  it  overpowered 
hers.     You  know,  alas !  you  know,  how  fearfully 
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I  can  give  way  to  anger ;  but  it  must  have  been 
horrible  that  day,  for  that  iron-nerved  and  un- 
governable woman  trembled  like  a  leaf  before  me. 
1  forced  her  to  promise,  that  if  you  did  not  accuse 
yourself,  she  would  never  reveal  what  she  had 
seen,  or  let  it  be  known  that  she  had  been  at 
Elmsley  that  day.  I  made  her  leave  the  house 
in  secret,  and  laid  the  strictest  commands  upon  my 
servant  not  to  tell  any  one  that  she  had  been  with 
me,  which,  as  he  evidently  suspected  me  of  a  love 
affair  with  Alice,  seemed  to  him  quite  natural. 
Hitherto  she  has  kept  her  word  to  me;  but  I 
cannot  conceal  from  you  that  no  efforts  of  mine 
have  ever  succeeded  in  rooting  out  of  her  mind 
the  conviction  that  Julia's  death  was  not  acci- 
dental. In  the  stupid  and  malicious  obstinacy  of 
her  nature,  she  persists  in  beheving  that  you 
intentionally  removed  the  obstacle  that  stood 
between  you  and  the  eventual  possession  of  Mr. 
Middleton's  fortune.     She  had  been  unfortunately 
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told  by  some  of  the  servants  of  the  house,  at  her 
previous  visit  to  Ehusley,  that  there  were  constant 
disputes  between  you  and  Julia ;  and  her  sus- 
picious jealousy  on  Alice's  account,  had  worked 
her  up  into  such  animosity  against  you,  that  she 
even  then  carried  home  with  her  the  idea  that  you 
hated  and  persecuted  my  sister's  child.  She  has, 
however,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  kept  her 
word  to  me ;  but  there  is  one  circumstance  under 
which  I  am  perfectly  certain  that  she  would  break 
it ;  and  that  is,  if,  by  a  marriage  with  Edward, 
she  saw  you  on  the  point  of  obtaining  those 
worldly  advantages,  which  she  supposes  that  you 
sought  in  so  dreadful  a  manner.  She  is  haunted 
by  the  idea  that  Mr.  Middleton  will  leave  his 
fortune  to  you ;  and,  by  a  strange  mixture  of 
vengeance  and  conscientiousness,  she  is  really 
tormented  by  the  belief  that  she  is  committing 
a  heinous  sin  in  keeping  the  truth  from  him; 
and  the  only  way  which   I  could   find  of  calming 
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her  scruples,  was  by  informing  her  of  the  condi- 
tions under  which  I  happen  to  know  that  your 
uncle  has  settled  his  property,  and  by  solemnly 
assuring  her  that  you  will  never  submit  to  them." 

"  Thank  you,"  I  answered  coldly,  and  got  up  to 
go.  Everything  in  that  moment  seemed  turned 
to  stone.  I  owed  Henry  an  immense  debt  of 
gratitude  according  to  this  account,  but  not  an 
atom  of  it  could  I  show  or  feel.  On  the  contrary, 
all  the  evil  in  my  nature  was  stirred  up,  and  I  felt 
more  than  I  had  ever  done  before,  as  if  I  hated 
him.  Perhaps  it  was  that  he  had  proved  to  me 
what  I  had  hitherto  never  in  reality  believed, 
though  I  had  often  said  it  to  myself,  and  that 
was,  that  a  barrier  indeed  existed  between  me  and 
Edward,  which  no  effort  of  mine  could  remove. 

"  Do  not  go  yet,"  he  said ;  "  there  is  more  that 
I  must  say  to  you.  You  have  a  right  to  ask 
me " 

"  I  have  nothing  to  ask  you,"  I  hastily  replied  ; 
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"  from  the  fatal  hour  when,  by  an  unpremeditated 
act,  I  put  the  seal  to  the  misery  of  my  whole  life ; 
when,  by  the  most  unfortunate  union  of  circum- 
stances, you  and  your  tyrant  became  the  witnesses 
of  that  act,  I  have  lost  the  power  of  free  agency — 
I  have  lost  the  power,  the  right  to  resent,  what 
every  woman  should  and  does  resent." 

"  Ellen  !  "  exclaimed  Henry,  "  your  coldness, 
your  calmness,  make  me  more  miserable  than 
your  violence  did  just  now.  Do  not  you  now 
understand,  why  with  tears,  with  threats,  with 
supplications,  with  the  energy  of  despair,  I  implored 
you  to  become  my  wife — and  in  secret  ?  I  thought 
you  loved  me ;  had  I  not  a  right  to  believe  it,  too  ? 
Had  not  your  words  and  your  actions  given  me 
that  right?  Once  married  to  you,  your  fortune — 
(I  could  not  say  this  to  many  women,  but  to  you 
I  can) — your  fortune  transferred  to  Alice  freed 
me  at  least  from  that  part  of  my  engagement  to 
her;   and,   as   your  husband,    would   I   not   have 
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toiled  day  and  night  to  supply  its  place  ?  Would 
we  not  have  both  scorned  all  that  calumniators,  or 
enemies,  could  do  against  us?  If  in  her  anger 
Tracy  had  spoken  out — which  was  not  likely, 
when  she  saw  nothing  to  be  gained  by  it — would 
I  not  have  carried  you  away  from  all  that  could 
have  marred  your  peace?  Would  I  not  have 
cherished  you,  and  worshipped  you  through  life, 
and  to  the  hour  of  death,  and  warded  away  from 
you  every  harsh  word  or  unkind  look  ?  Ay !  " 
he  exclaimed  suddenly,  as  I  turned  coldly  away 
from  him,  "hate  me  as  much  as  you  choose, 
but  do  not  set  me  at  defiance !  It  is  not 
Edward,  your  excellent,  your  conscientious  lover, 
who  would  take  to  his  arms,  and  cherish  in  his 

bosom " 

**  Do  not  talk  of  him^  Henry,"  I  exclaimed ; 
"  do  not  for  God's  sake  talk  of  him.  I  have  told 
you  already  that  I  shall  never  marry  him ;  I  have 
made  all  the  promises  that  you  required.     I  am 
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here^    where   I    should    not   be,    if   I    wished    to 
set  you  at  defiance;   but  in  mercy  do  not  taunt 

me ;  do  not  torture  me  by  alluding " 

A  loud  rap  at  the  door  startled  us  both,  and 
awakened  Alice. 
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"  But  there  where  I  have  garnered  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  hear  no  life, 
The  fountain  from  which  my  current  runs 
Or  else  dries  up — To  be  discarded  thence  ! " 

"  I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  other  where, 
Or  else  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
***** 

Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  please  his  eye, 
I  '11  weep  what 's  left  away  and  weeping  die." 

Shakspeare. 


The  knock  at  the  door,  which  had  put  an  abrupt 
end  to  the  long  and  painful  conversation  between 
Henry  and  myself,  was  soon  followed  up  by  a 
message  from  Mr.  Middleton  to  say  he  was  waiting 
for  me  at  the  door  to  take  our  afternoon  drive.  I 
kissed  Alice  hastily,  rejoicing  that  the  room  was 
dark,  and  hurried  down-stairs.  I  found  my  uncle 
evidently  much  put  out.    Whether  he  immediately 
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saw  in  my  face  traces  of  emotion  which  displeased 
him,  or  whether  he  had  heard  before  something 
which  had  annoyed  and  irritated  him,  I  could  not 
at  first  discover;  but  I  felt  sure  that  he  was  working 
himself  up  to  a  scene,  which,  to  say  the  truth,  is  a 
difficult  business  to  a  man  of  a  naturally  calm  and 
even  temper.  We  drove  however  for  some  time 
in  silence,  which  was  only  broken  by  two  or  three 
attempts  on  my  part  to  enter  into  conversation ; 
he  answered  each  of  my  remarks  by  a  short  yes  or 
no;  and  as  we  turned  back  towards  London,  after 
having  driven  on  for  some  time  along  the  Padding- 
ton  road,  he  suddenly  said,  '^  I  really  cannot  un- 
derstand how  a  girl,  brought  up  as  you  have  been, 
can  conduct  herself  in  the  way  you  do.  I  am  sorry 
to  say  so,  Ellen,  but  you  really  are  a  thorough 
coquette,  a  regular  actress." 

"  How  so  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  I  stammered 
out.     "  What  have  I  done  ?  " 

'« I  was  not  aware  till  to-day,"  he  rejoined,  "  that 
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you  had  refused  Edward.     It   is  strange  enough 
that  you  should  not  have  mentioned  this  circum- 
stance, if  not  to  me,  at  least  to  Mrs.  Middleton, 
who,  certainly,  deserved  your  confidence;   but   I 
suppose  you  felt  ashamed,  and  so  you  ought  to  be; 
for,  after  all  the  encouragement  you  gave  Edward, 
after   speaking,   looking,   and  acting   as  you   did 
during  the  month  that  he  spent  at  Elmsley,  none 
but  a  heartless    flirt    could   have  refused  him." 
Weakened  and  agitated  by  the  scenes  I  had  gone 
through  during  the  last  twenty-four  hours,  I  burst 
into  tears  at  this  harsh  reproof.     Mr.  Middleton 
hated  seeing  a  woman  cry,  and  still  more  making 
her  cry ;  but  as  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  treat 
me  with  great  severity,  my  tears,  by  annoying  him 
excessively,  only  added  to  his  anger. 

*'I  must  also  tell  you,  Ellen,"  he  continued,  "that 
I  am  shocked  and  disgusted  at  the  manner  in  which 
you  allow  Henry  Lovell  to  dance  with  you,  and 
talk  to  you  wherever  you  meet  him.     You  sanction 
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in  this  way  his  neglect  of  his  wife;  and,  considering 
all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  your  conduct  in 
that  respect  is  unjustifiable.  Pray,  may  I  ask  if 
he  was  at  home  during  the  four  hours  you  have 
j  ust  passed  in  his  house  V^  I  coloured  violently, 
and  muttered  that  he  was,  but  added,  "  Did  not 
my  aunt  tell  you  that  Alice  had  sent  for  me  ?  " 

"  She  told  me,"  replied  Mr.  Middleton,  "  that 
Henri/  had  requested  one  of  you  to  go  to  her. 
She  ought  to  have  gone  herself;  but,  considering 
how  little  in  general  you  seek  Mrs.  Lovell's  society, 
and  that  for  days  together  you  do  not  go  near  her, 
I  should  have  thought  that  a  shorter  visit  might 
have  sufficed.  But  be  that  as  it  may,  I  positively 
declare  to  you,  that  unless  there  is  an  immediate 
change  in  your  whole  manner  and  way  of  going  on, 
I  shall  forbid  Henry  my  house,  and  lay  my  strictest 
orders  upon  you  not  to  go  to  his.  This  may  pain- 
fully enlighten  Mrs.  Lovell,"  he  continued,  "  but  it 
will  be  better  for  her  to  be  thus  enlightened,  than 
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for  a  coquette  like  you  to  be  allowed  to  rob  her  of 
the  affection  of  her  husband."" 

"This  is  unjust,  this  is  cruel,''  I  exclaimed; 
"  Alice  herself  is  not  more  pure  than  I  am  from  an 
indelicate  thought,  or  an  evil  design.  You  wrong 
me  ;  I  do  not  deserve  such  language  ;  and  even 
from  you  I  will  not  endure  it.  Forgive  me, 
dearest  uncle,  forgive  me,  but  indeed  you  do  me  a 
grievous  injustice."  I  seized  his  hand  and  pressed 
it  to  my  lips. 

"  Why  did  you  refuse  Edward  ?"  asked  my 
uncle  in  a  softened  tone. 

"  Because  I  do  not  wish  to  marry,  because  I  am 
certain  that  I  could  not  make  him  happy." 

"  All  humbug  and  nonsense,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Middleton,  angrily ;  "  I  only  hope  that  he  will  soon 
make  up  his  mind  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of  you, 
and  to  marry " 

«  Who  ?"  I  inquired  with  breathless  anxiety. 

'« A  girl,"  answered  my  uncle,  "  who  has  good 
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sense  and  good  feeling  sufficient  to  appreciate  him 
as  he  deserves  to  be  appreciated."  As  he  said  these 
words  Mr.  Middleton  drew  from  his  pocket  a 
newspaper,  and  began  reading  it  in  that  pertina- 
cious manner  which  puts  a  full  stop  to  any  further 
conversation. 

I  would  have  given  a  great  deal  to  have  asked 
him  if  he  had  alluded  to  any  particular  person, 
or  whether  he  was  speaking  in  general ;  but  I 
had  not  courage  either  to  interrupt  him  or  to 
begin  upon  the  subject  again.  During  the  first 
part  of  our  drive  I  had  made  a  great  many  reflec- 
tions and  resolutions ;  amongst  others,  I  had  come 
to  the  determination  that  I  would  give  up, 
steadfastly  and  for  ever,  all  thoughts  of  Edward 
as  a  husband,  and  content  myself  with  the  measure 
of  kindness  and  regard,  which,  in  spite  of  what  had 
occurred  between  us,  he  had  not  withdrawn  from 
me.  1  hoped  that  this  decision,  consistently  acted 
up   to,   would  satisfy  Henry,  and  induce  him   to 

VOL.  II.  G 
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treat  me  with  consideration  and  respect.  I  had 
even  formed  a  plan  of  prevailing  on  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Middleton  to  leave  London  almost  imme- 
diately ;  and  in  the  idea  of  devoting  myself  to 
them,  and  to  a  life  of  domestic  duties  and  cha- 
ritable exertions,  away  from  the  two  persons  who, 
on  different  grounds  and  in  different  ways,  I  feared 
most  in  the  world,  a  prospect,  of  tranquillity  at 
least,  offered  itself  to  my  mind.  But  unfortunately 
for  me  Mr.  Middleton's  last  remark  threw  me  into 
a  state  of  agitation,  which  overturned  in  one  instant 
all  these  visions  of  peace  and  self-denial.  I  could 
have  made  up  my  mind  to  give  up  Edward,  but 
when  it  occurred  to  me  that,  at  that  very  moment, 
he  had,  perhaps,  given  me  up,  and  was  on  the  point 
of  attaching  himself  to  another,  the  jealous  pang 
that  shot  across  my  heart,  proved  to  me  that  I 
would  endure  any  suffering  rather  than  passively 
resign  my  claim  on  his  affections.  This  new 
anxiety   superseded,   for    the  time,  all    my  other 
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griefs  and  vexations,  and  the  instant  I  got  home 
I  went  to  Mrs.  Middleton's  room,  and  tried  to 
find  out  from  her  (what  I  had  not  ventured  to 
ask  my  uncle)  whether  there  was  any  particular 
person  whom  he  wished  Edward  to  marry.  She 
assured  me  that  she  had  not  heard  of  anybody 
being  in  question  for  him;  but  added,  that  as 
Mr.  Middleton  was  very  anxious  that  he  should 
marry,  and  as,  to  their  great  surprise  and  regret, 
they  had  heard  that  morning,  that  I  had  refused 
him,  and  so  put  an  end  to  what  she  knew  had  been 
a  favourite  scheme  of  my  uncle's,  it  was  not  im- 
probable he  might  have  formed  some  other 
project ;  and  then,  in  a  manner  as  kind  as 
Mr.  Middleton's  had  been  harsh,  she  blamed  and 
wondered  over  my  apparent  inconsistency  and 
caprice.  She  did  not,  however,  allude  to  Henry, 
or  repulse  my  lame  attempts  at  self-defence,  with 
anything  but  a  deep  sigh  and  a  melancholy 
shake  of  the  head. 

g2 
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There  was  to  be  a   ball   the   next   night   at   a 
Mrs.  Miltowns,  a  sister-in-law  of  Mrs.   Brandon, 
and  among  my   good  resolutions   had    been  that 
of  excusing  myself,  on  some  pretext  or  other,  from 
going  to  it,  for  I   did  not  know  how  to  comply 
with    Mr.     Middleton's    orders    with    respect    to 
Henry,    without    irritating    the   latter  in   a   way 
which   I  dreaded  to  encounter.     What  made  me 
most  uneasy  was,  that  quite  contrary  to  his  usual 
habits,  my  uncle  had  announced  his  intention  of 
going  with  us  to  this  ball,  and  I  could  not  help 
thinking   that  it  was  for  the  express  purpose  of 
watching  me,  and  under  his  severe  and  observant 
eye,   it  would   be  next    to    impossible  to  convey 
to   Henry   the   explanation  which  would  account 
for  my  change  of  manner  to  him ;  but  now  that 
my  whole  soul  was  bent  on  finding  out  who  the 
person  was  to  whom  my  uncle  hoped  that  Edward 
would    devote   himself,   every  other  consideration 
gave  way  before  that  overwhelming  interest.       I 
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could  not  have  imagined  beforehand  to  what 
a  degree  it  would  have  harassed  me.  I  felt  as 
if  the  time  that  was  to  intervene  between  that 
evening  and  the  next  would  be  interminable ;  the 
images  of  Henry,  of  Alice,  of  Mrs.  Tracy, 
faded  away  before  the  phantom  which  my 
imagination  had  conjured  up,  and  it  was  with 
feverish  impatience  that  I  awaited  the  approach 
of  that  hour  which  I  thought  would  confirm 
or  dispel  my  fears.  It  came  at  last,  as  all 
hours  do,  whether  they  have  been  longed  for 
with  all  the  intensity  of  ardent  expectation, 
or  dreaded  with  all  the  anguish  of  terrified 
apprehension. 

When  I  came  down  to  the  drawing-room, 
dressed  for  the  ball,  Mrs.  Middleton  exclaimed, 
*'  You  look  unlike  yourself  to-night,  Ellen  I 
Have  you  done  your  hair  differently  from  usual  ? 
No  (she  continued,  as  she  passed  her  hand  gently 
over    my    forehead) — no,  it   is  not  that ;   I  can't 
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make  it  out :  that  darling  face  of  yours  changes 
often  enough  from  sunshine  to  clouds,  and  from 
clouds  to  sunshine ;  but  I  never  saw  it  look  just 
like  to-night/' 

I  kissed  her  fondly,  but  said  with  some  im- 
patience, "  Let  us  go — we  are  very  late." 

We  went  accordingly,  and  my  uncle  with  us. 
When  we  entered  the  room,  it  was  crowded  to 
suffocation,  and  we  made  our  way  with  diffi- 
culty to  some  seats,  near  which  Mrs.  Miltown 
and  Mrs.  Brandon  were.  Henry  was  talking  to 
the  latter  when  we  came  up  to  them  ;  he  gave  me 
his  chair,  and  ensconced  himself  in  a  corner  behind 
us.  I  felt  that  Mr.  Middleton's  eye  was  upon 
me,  and  I  entered  into  conversation  in  the  most 
eager  manner  with  Mrs.  Brandon,  in  order  to 
avoid  speaking  to  him.  He  bore  it  for  a  little 
while ;  but  soon  touching  my  arm  gently,  he  said 
in  a  low  voice,  "  Come  and  dance ;  I  want  to 
speak  to  you." 
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I  answered  in  the  same  tone,  "  No,   I  can't — 
don't  ask  me." 

"  Very  well ;  you  will  explain  this  to  me  later," 
he  rejoined,  in  a  manner  in  which  my  penetration 
or  my  fancy  detected  something  dictatorial,  which 
annoyed  and  provoked  me.  Wherever  I  stood, 
whenever  I  danced,  to  whoever  I  talked  during 
the  next  two  hours,  I  felt  conscious  that  his 
piercing  eyes  were  fixed  upon  me  with  a  scru- 
tinizing expression  which  I  could  hardly  bear. 
Added  to  this,  I  saw  that  Mr.  Middleton,  who 
knew  nobody,  and  spoke  to  nobody,  was  concen- 
trating all  his  powers  of  observation  upon  us  both, 
and  was  watching  him  as  pertinaciously  as  he 
watched  me.  At  last,  unable  to  endure  this  any 
longer,  and  grievously  disappointed  that  Edward 
had  not  appeared,  I  asked  Mrs.  Middleton  to  go. 
She  consented  to  do  so,  and  we  walked  together 
into  the  tea-room  on  our  way  out.  Henry  followed 
us,  and  while  his  sister  was  speaking  to  some  one 
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else,  he  whispered  to  me  in  the  bitterest  tone 
imaginable,  "  Pray  is  this  dead  cut  the  result  of 
our  yesterday ''s  conversation  ? 

"  How  is  Alice  to-night  ? "  I  asked  with  a 
trembling  voice ;  for  Mr.  Middleton  at  that 
moment  had  joined  us  again  and  was  standing 
by  my  side.'         \  -. . 

"  Much  better,  thank  you,  and  very  anxious  to 
see  you  to-morrow  morning,"  he  said  in  a  pointed 
manner. 

"  That  will  be  impossible,"  observed  Mr. 
Middleton,  coldly  ;  "for  we  have  promised  to  go 
to-morrow  to  Mrs.  Moore's,  at  Hampstead,  and  we 
shall  remain  there  two  or  three  days.'* 

A  sudden  cloud  passed  over  Henry's  coun- 
tenance; but  he  said,  in  a  manner  which  was 
meant  to  be  careless,  "  I  wish  you  joy,  Ellen,  of 
leaving  London  in  this  hot  weather.  The  country 
will  be  delightful.  I  suppose  it  was  at  your 
desire  that  this  arrangement  was  made  ? " 
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"  No/'  I  answered ;  "  it  was  an  agreeable  sur- 
prise to  me.  I  was  not  aware  till  to-day  that  my 
uncle  knew  Mrs.  Moore  so  well,  nor  that  she  had 
a  villa  at  Hampstead,  nor  that  I  was  likely  to  see 
Rosa  again  so  soon;  and  delighted  I  shall  be  to 
see  her  again." 

"  Oh,  she  is  charming,'^  answered  Henry,  in  the 
same  indiiferent  manner ;  "  I  always  told  you  so. 
I  wonder  if  you  will  have  anything  of  a  party. 
You  will  meet  Edward  there,  1  suppose ;  I  saw 
him  for  a  moment  this  morning,  and  he  said  he  was 
going  to  the  play  with  the  Moores  to-night/' 

He  turned  away,  and  whispered  something  to 
Mrs.  Middleton  which  made  her  smile  and  answer, 
"  It  would  do  very  well." 

If  there  is  in  the  varied  range  of  human  feelings 
one  of  pain,  which  in  its  mere  sensation  resembles 
joy,  it  is  that  of  pouncing,  if  one  may  say  so,  on 
something  tangible  when  the  mind  has  been  racked 
by  a  vague  jealousy.  It  is  like  the  relief  which 
g3 
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we  feel  when,  after  anger  and  indignation  have 
been  for  some  time  smouldering  in  our  breasts,  at 
length  they  burst  all  barriers  and  find  vent  in 
words.  At  once  I  remembered  that  Rosa  was,  as 
Henry  had  said,  charming — that  she  had  a  good 
fortune — that  she  was  the  most  likely  person  in 
the  world  for  Edward  to  admire,  and  for  my  uncle 
to  approve  of;  and  that  very  evening  he  was  with 
her,  with  them  all ;  he  had  preferred  their  society 
to  ours ;  it  was  sure — it  was  hopeless — it  was  too 
late.  Too  late  !  that  cry  of  bitter  regret,  or  of 
agonized  despair,  whether  it  comes  from  the  lips 
of  those  who  lose  all  that  makes  to  them  life  worth 
having,  or  from  those  from  whose  trembling  grasp 
that  same  mysterious  thing  called  life  is  escaping. 
It  was  too  late  to  struggle — too  soon  to  submit. 
Oh  that  I  had  run  all  hazards — accepted  all 
chances — braved  all  dangers  but  the  one  of  losing 
him.  If  I  had  ever  told  him  of  my  love — if  I  had 
revealed  to  him  the  depths  of  passionate  affection 
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which  those  only  feel  who  love  in  spite  of  all  that 
should  make  them  tremble  and  despair  !  If  1  had 
done  this  but  once,  he  might  have  forsaken  me, 
scorned  me,  abandoned  me,  but  he  never  would 
have  forgotten  me.  Other  eyes  would  have  seemed 
to  him  without  light — other  smiles  without  bright- 
ness ;  in  their  tame  affection,  in  their  common- 
place regard,  he  would  have  missed  what  my  proud 
heart  and  my  eager  spirit  yielded  him;  all  its 
prostrate  enthusiasm — its  impassioned  humility — 
its  boundless  devotion ;  abject  as  a  slave's,  exalted 
as  a  guardian  angel's. 

"  How  do  you  do,  dearest  Ellen  ?  how  glad  I 
am  to  see  you  again  !  Will  you  let  me  introduce 
mama  to  you  ?" 

The  violent  start  that  I  gave  as  Rosa  stood 
before  me  and  addressed  me  in  this  manner,  made 
her  laugh,  and  the  silvery  tone  of  that  little  gay 
laugh  grated  upon  my  ear. 

"  Why,  I  have  frightened  you  as  much  as  the 
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invisible  men  of  Brandon  frightened  me !"  she  ex- 
claimed. "  What  fun  that  was,  Ellen !  I  am 
afraid  we  shall  have  no  adventures  at  Hampstead, 
but  I'm  so  glad  you  are  coming  there  to-morrow." 

As  Henry  approached  us  she  turned  to  him. 
"  How  are  you,  Mr.  Lovell  ?  It  is  ages  since  we 
have  seen  you." 

"  You  come  so  late,"  said  Henry ;  "  was  the  play 
so  charming  that  you  could  not  tear  yourself  away  ?" 

"  Oh,  we  should  have  been  here  long  ago  if 
your  friend  Mr.  Middleton  had  allowed  it ;  but 
when  papa  and  mama,  with  their  undramatic,  un- 
exci table  spirits,  were  preparing  to  go,  he  interfered 
so  successfully  that  we  carried  our  point,  heard 
the  very  last  words,  saw  the  curtain  drop " 

"  And  enjoyed  it  all  very  much  .^" 

"  Oh  thoroughly — entirely !  We  cried  at  the 
tragedy  and  laughed  at  the  farce,  till  I  have  no 
strength  left  for  the  dull  bit  of  real  life  that's 
going  on  in  the  next  room." 
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••'  Come^  Ellen,  the  carriage  stops  the  way," 
cried  Mr.  Middleton ;  and  in  a  moment  we  were 
down  the  stairs  and  in  the  carriage.  My  aunt's 
first  words  as  we  drove  home  were,  "  How  un- 
commonly pretty  Rosa  Moore  is  !  There  is  some- 
thing very  attractive  about  her." 

"  Very,"  I  answered ;  and  there  was  something 
in  the  manner  in  which  I  pronounced  this  single 
word  that  made  her  try  to  get  a  glimpse  of  my 
face  as  we  went  by  the  next  lamp-post.  I  threw 
my  head  back  impatiently  into  the  corner,  and 
exclaimed,  "  Really,  one  does  get  tired  to  death 
with  this  going  out  night  after  night." 

"  Then  I  suppose  you  like  the  idea  of  our  visit 
to  Hampstead  ?  " 

"  Oh,  particularly  !  Who  shall  we  meet,  do 
you  think  ?  " 

"  Nobody  but  Edward,  and  one  or  two  other 
men,  Mrs.  Moore  told  me  to-night." 

The  carriage  stopped  and  I  went  to-bed,  but 
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not  to  sleep ;  not  at  least  till  I  had  tossed  about 
for  some  hours,  with  a  feverish  pulse  and  a  per- 
turbed spirit. 

The  next  morning  ushered  in  one  of  those 
broiling  days  which  destroy  all  one's  energies,  and 
take  away  all  wish  for  motion  and  exertion.  The 
shutters  of  the  drawing-room  were  partly  closed  to 
exclude  the  rays  of  the  sun  ;  the  smell  of  the  flowers 
in  the  jardiniire  was  almost  oppressive,  and  the 
very  cries  in  the  street  seemed  uttered  languidly, 
and  without  their  usual  shrill  spirit.  After  break- 
fast I  sat  down  at  my  drawing-table,  and  tried  to 
finish  a  sketch  of  the  inside  of  Westminster  Abbey, 
which  I  had  began  the  day  before.  As  I  was 
preparing  my  colours  and  arranging  my  brushes, 
the  door  opened  and  Henry  walked  in.  "Your 
sister  is  in  her  room,"  I  immediately  said ;  "  I  will 
tell  her  that  you  are  here ;""  and  I  got  up  for  the 
purpose. 

"  Really,  Ellen,"  he  said,  "  I  suppose  you  are 
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not  going  to  behave  to  me  now  as  you  did  last  night. 
I  protest  to  you  that  I  cannot  and  will  not  bear 
it.  I  am  come  for  the  express  purpose  of  seek- 
ing an  explanation." 

"  Then  go  to  Mr.  Middleton,  and  ask  him  to 
give  it  you.  After  undergoing  all  that  I  suffered 
yesterday  at  your  house ;  after  leaving  it  with  a 
throbbing  head  and  an  aching  heart,  I  had  to  go 
through  a  scene  with  my  uncle,  in  which  my  feel- 
ings were  wounded  to  the  quick  and  my  pride 
cruelly  humbled.  What  is  all  this  to  lead  to, 
Henry?  What  do  you  expect?  What  do  you 
require?  1  am  accused  of  thoughts,  of  designs, 
of  conduct,  which  are  as  foreign  to  my  mind  as 
they  are  abhorrent  to  my  feelings ;  but  if  this  is 
nothing  to  you — if  you  care  neither  for  what  I 
may  suffer,  or  for  what  others  may  think  of  me, 
let  me  tell  you  that  if  at  tliis  moment  Mr.  Middle- 
ton  knew  that  you  were  here — if  last  night  he  had 
seen  me  speak  to  you,  or  dance  with  you  as  usual, 


136  ELLEN    MIDDLETON. 

an  order  would  be  given  at  the  door  never  to  let 
you  in  again." 

"  He  would  not  dare  to  insult  me  in  such  a 
manner,"  exclaimed  Henry  with  violence ;  *'  my 
sister  would  never  endure  it." 

"  He  would  do  it,"  I  repeated  earnestly  ;  "  he  is 
stern  and  uncompromising  to  a  degree  which,  till 
latterly,  I  did  not  know  myself;  and  if  now 

"  He  has  hated  and  persecuted  me  from  a  boy ; 
he  is  the  original  cause  of  all  I  suffer;  he  will 
drive  me  to  some  desperate  act  of  guilt  or 
folly  before  he  has  done ;  but,  by  God,  if  I  am 
not  revenged " 

"  Hush,  hush ;  you  don't  know  what  you  are 
saying  or  doing,"  I  cried,  as  he  walked  about  the 
room  in  the  most  vehement  agitation.  "  Be  calm, 
I  implore  you.  We  are  going  out  of  town  now 
for  a  few  days;  soon  after  that,  we  return  to 
Elmsley.  We  shall  be  separated  for  a  long  while, 
Henry.     Why  will  you  not  strive  to  conquer  this 
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unhappy,  this  fatal  fancy  ?  That  I  should  be  forced 
to  speak  of  it — to  acknowledge  its  existence— is 
dreadful  enough ;  but  do  give  me  hopes,  dear 
Henry,  that  you  will  try  to  overcome  it ;  that  you 
will  endeavour  to  make  Alice  happy,  and  to  find 
happiness  yourself  in  your  home,  that  when  we 
all  meet  again,  we  may  be  happy  together,  and  the 
miseries  and  agitations  of  this  last  terrible  year 
may  seem  to  us  as  a  dream." 

He  did  not  answer,  but  I  fancied  he  was 
touched  by  this  appeal,  and  I  went  on :  "I  owe 
you  much  gratitude;  I  feel  it,  I  acknowledge  it. 
Perhaps  I  was  hard  and  ungracious  yesterday, 
when  I  ought  to  have  been  softened  by  your 
kindness;  but  how  can  I  feel  towards  you  what 
I  wish  to  feel,  while  you  speak  and  act  in  a  way 
which  you  know  you  would  despise  me  yourself 
if  I  did  not  resent  ?  " 

He  interrupted  me  by  abruptly  inquiring  if  we 
were  indeed  going  to  Elmsley  soon. 
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"  Almost  immediately,  my  uncle  said  this 
morning." 

"  For  how  long?" 

"  An  indefinite  time." 

He  knit  his  brows,  and  said,  after  a  pause, — 

"  There  is  truth  in  what  you  said  just  now. 
We  ought  all  to  live  happily  together,  and  I  have 
not  taken  the  right  means  of  promoting  that  end. 
I  have  been  foolish,  mad;  I  now  see  the  conse- 
quences of  it  all.  Ellen,  speak  to  me  often  as  you 
did  just  now ;  it  soothes,  it  calms  me.  I  see  things 
in  a  different  way  from  what  I  did  a  moment  ago. 
O,  dearest,  best  beloved !  say  to  me  sometimes, 
dear  Henry,  as  you  said  it  just  now,  and  I  will 
try  to  be  to  you,  and  for  you,  all  that  you  can 
wish  and  desire.  Open  your  heart  to  me  without 
reserve,  Ellen;  if  new  difficulties  present  them- 
selves to  you,  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  serve  you 
in  cases  where  it  might  seem  hopeless  to  apply  to 
me — where    you   might   suspect   me  of  not   even 
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wishing  to  be  of  use  to  you.  I  cannot  explain 
myself  now,  for  you  had  better  go  and  call  my 
sister.  After  what  you  said  had  passed  between 
you  and  Mr.  Middleton  yesterday,  I  feel  that  we 
must  not  remain  here  alone  together.  You  see,"" 
he  said,  with  a  melancholy  smile,  "  how  reasonable 
I  am  grown.  Go,  dearest  Ellen,  but  remember 
what  I  have  said  to  you.  For  your  sake  I  would 
make  sacrifices,  even,'"*  he  added,  in  a  low  and 
tremulous  voice — "  even  if  your  happiness  required 
it,  the  greatest  of  all.  Good  bye,  dearest  Ellen — 
God  bless  you  !  " 

I  left  the  room ;  and,  was  it  strange  that  after 
this  conversation  I  left  town  for  Hampstead,  car- 
rying away  with  me  a  better  opinion  of  Henry 
than  I  had  ever  had  before  ?  Was  it  strange,  too, 
that  a  vague  hope  arose  in  my  heart,  from  the 
few  words  he  had  said,  that  my  fate,  with  regard 
to  Edward,  might  not  be  hopelessly  sealed,  if  at 
least  the  hateful  vision  of  his  dawning  attachment 
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to  Rosa  Moore  did  not  realize  itself?  Whether 
it  was  strange  or  not,  the  fact  was  so;  and,  in 
such  a  state  of  mind,  at  about  four  o'clock,  I  drove 
out  of  London,  and  in  an  hour  or  two  arrived  at 
the  gates  of  Mrs.  Moore's  villa. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Mark  where  she  smiles  with  amiable  cheer, 

And  tell  me,  whereto  can  ye  liken  it? 

"When  on  each  eyelid  sweetly  do  appear 

An  hundred  graces  as  in  shade  to  sit, 

Liketh,  it  seemeth  in  my  simple  wit, 

Unto  the  first  sunshine  in  summer's  day, 

That  when  a  dreadful  storm  away  is  flit, 

Through  the  broad  world  doth  spread  his  goodly  ray. 

Spencer. 


I  DO  not  know  a  pleasanter  sensation  than  that 
of  driving  into  the  grounds  of  a  country  house 
or  a  villa,  after  a  prolonged  stay  in  London.  The 
change  is  so  sudden  from  fusty  heat,  fusty  smells, 
and  ceaseless  noise,  to  pure  sunshine,  (for  even 
the  sunshine  seems  to  be  contaminated  by  all  it 
shines  upon  in  a  large  town),  pure  air,  delicious 
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perfume,  and  the  voices  of  the  birds,  who,  I 
maintain,  never  sing  so  sweetly  and  so  unceasingly, 
as  within  a  few  miles  of  London.  The  change 
is  so  great,  that  we  feel  more  strongly  than  ever 
the  value  of  all  that  we  have  been  voluntarily 
foregoing,  at  that  time  of  the  year. 

Those  days  when  summer  supersedes  the  spring, 
And  smiling  June's  expanding  roses  fling 
Their  perfumed  odours  o'er  the  passing  breeze, 
That  sweeps  enamoured  o'er  the  fairy  trees  ; 
When  melody  pervades  the  cloudless  sky. 
When  streams  of  light  intoxicate  the  eye, 
And  every  waving  branch,  and  leafy  bower, 
Bursts  into  song,  or  blossoms  into  flower. 

As  we  got  out  of  the  carriage,  and  walked  on 
to  the  lawn  to  meet  Mrs.  Moore,  my  eyes  fell  on 
a  group,  which  not  all  the  soothing  effect  of  the 
change  I  have  just  described  could  enable  me  to 
look  upon  without  disturbance. 

On  a  swing,  fastened  by  ropes  to  two  horse- 
chesnut  trees,  stood  Rosa,  with  a  bright  colour 
in  her  cheeks,  a  large  straw  hat  loosely  tied  with 
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blue  ribbons,  and  her  hair  falling  on  her  shoulders 
in  rich  curls,  which  the  wind  blew  about  in  every 
direction.  Three  men  were  standing  near  her ; 
two  of  whom  (and  Edward  was  one  of  them)  were 
gently  moving  the  ropes  backwards  and  forwards, 
while  she  shouted  out  in  that  silvery  voice,  which, 
however  loud,  was  always  sweet,  "  Higher,  higher 
still  !  " 

When  she  caught  sight  of  us,  she  sprung 
hastily  down  from  her  elevated  position,  and 
rushing  to  me  across  the  grass,  seized  both  my 
hands,  and  exclaimed  in  the  eager  tone  of  a  child 
who  offers  his  favourite  toy  to  a  new  comer, 
"Should  you  like  to  swing?"  I  smiled,  and 
shook  my  head;  on  which  she  drew  me  to  a 
bench,  and  sitting  down  herself  on  the  grass 
before  me,  began  rattling  away  in  her  usual 
manner,  at  the  same  time  making  garlands  of 
all  the  daisies  within  her  reach. 

As  Edward  and  the  two  other  men  approached 
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uSj  I  recognised  in  one  of  them,  Mr.  Manby  ; 
the  other  was  unknown  to  me,  but  Rosa  said 
carelessly,  without  looking  up  from  her  wreath, 
"  Mr.  Escourt,— Miss  Middleton." 

It  immediately  struck  me,  that  this  must  be  the 
very  person  who  had  played  so  conspicuous  a 
part  in  Henry's  unfortunate  history ;  and  my 
bow  of  acknowledgment  was  stiff  and  ungracious. 
That  portion  of  Henry's  narrative  had  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  me.  The  form  of  wicked- 
ness which  I  have  always  held  in  the  greatest 
abhorrence,  is  a  deliberate  attempt  to  lead  others 
into  vice;  and  the  efforts  which  this  man  had 
made  to  complete  Henry's  ruin,  after  having  so 
largely  contributed  to  bring  it  about,  and  the 
hypocrisy  with  which  he  had  sought  to  conceal 
his  malice,  appeared  to  me  instances  of  those 
crimes,  which  are  not  the  less  criminal  because 
they  do  not  render  the  perpetrator  of  them 
amenable  to  the  laws.      It  was  not  in  my  nature 
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to  weigh  with  accuracy  the  correctness  of  such 
impressions,  or  to  make  allowances  for  the 
probable  exaggeration  of  Henry's  statement; 
but,  if  I  had  doubted  before,  one  glance  at  Mr. 
Escourt's  countenance  would  have  been  enough 
to  dispel  that  doubt.  I  took  a  sudden  and 
violent  aversion  to  him.  His  was  one  of  those 
calm  faces  that  concealed  the  lurking  devil  of  his 
mahgnity;  there  was  a  repulsive  gentleness  in 
his  voice,  and  a  detestable  sweetness  in  his 
manner,  which  made  me  thoroughly  comprehend 
the  feelings  Henry  described  himself  to  have 
experienced  during  the  interview  that  had  proved 
so  fatal  to  him. 

Edward's  manner  to  me  was  more  friendly 
perhaps  than  usual ;  it  seemed  in  the  same  spirit 
as  his  last  words  in  the  breakfast-room  in  Brook- 
street.  Little  did  he  know  all  that  had  passed 
through  my  mind,  and  worked  upon  my  feelings, 
since  that  moment.     I  was  almost  angry  with  him 

VOL.  II.  B 
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for  speaking  to  me  so  kindly  and  gaily ;  I  fancied 
that  it  was  since  his  new  attachment,  that  he  had 
ceased  to  look  upon  me  with  severity;  that  he 
had  become  indulgent,  because  he  had  grown 
indiiFerent;  and  the  pain  which  this  supposition 
gave  me,  involuntarily,  though  not  unconsciously, 
influenced  my  manner  to  him;  and  I  answered 
with  irritation  some  trifling  question  which  he 
addressed  to  me.  As  usual,  when  this  was  the 
case,  he  suddenly  broke  off"  the  conversation  ;  but, 
this  time,  instead  of  walking  away,  sat  down  on 
the  other  side  of  Rosa;  and  while  Mr.  Manby 
was  plying  me  with  the  heaviest  kind  of  small- 
talk,  I  heard  her  telling  Edward  one  piece  of 
nonsense  after  another,  which  made  him  laugh 
in  a  short,  sudden,  joyous  manner,  which  had 
the  effect  of  making  me  snub  Mr.  Manby,  in  a 
way  which  even  his  pertinacity  was  not  proof 
against.  He  turned  to  Mr.  Escourt,  who  was 
standing  near  him,  and  whose  very  disagreeable 
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eyes  had  been  fixed  upon  me  for  the  last  few 
minutes,  and  proposed  to  him  a  game  at  billiards. 
They  walked  away ;  and  Rosa,  turning  suddenly 
round,  and  observing  probably  that  I  looked 
vexed  and  discomposed,  asked  me  if  I  liked  to 
see  my  room.  I  jumped  up,  and  followed  her 
to  the  house;  she  led  the  way  up  stairs,  and 
established  me  in  a  charming  room ;  where,  as 
soon  as  the  door  was  closed  upon  her,  I  threw 
myself  down  on  the  couch,  with  a  feeling  of 
utter  wretchedness  and  discouragement,  differing 
from  anything  I  had  yet  experienced. 

The  window  was  open  ;  there  were  green  trees 
close  to  it,  the  waving  of  whose  branches  I  could 
see  from  where  I  was.  Large  nosegays  of  flowers 
were  placed  upon  the  table,  and  now  and  then  the 
air  brought  in  from  the  garden  a  whifF  of  the  most 
delicious  perfume  in  the  world,  that  of  a  bed  of 
mignonette.  There  was  also  that  drowsy  hum  of 
insects,  the  very  song  of  summer,  which  we  love, 
h2 
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not  for  its  beauty  (though  there  is  beauty  in  its 

sleepy  busy  monotony),  but  for  all  it  recalls;   for 

all  the  associations  it  brings  to  our  minds.     I  was 

very  tired ;  and  I  remained  some  time  on  the  sofa 

in  a  state  of  abstraction  bordering  on  sleep.     I  was 

roused    from    it  in   about   half-an-hour  by  some 

snatches  of  an  old  song,  which  sounded  almost  like 

the  chirpings  of  a  bird,  so  sweet,  and  wild,  and 

unconnected  was  their  melody.     I  jumped  up  from 

the  couch  and  went  to  the  window ;  it  looked  on  a 

small  garden,  closed  in  by  a  slight  green  railing. 

It  was  one  mass  of  flowers,  perfectly  dazzhng  in 

their  profusion,  variety,  and  beauty.    In  the  centre 

was  a    large   cage    made  of  trellis-work,   within 

which  creepers  grew,  and  marble  vases  filled  with 

fresh  water  stood.     Dozens  of  birds, 

"  Whose  starry  wings 
Bore  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things, " 

were  flying  about  it  in  giddy  enjoyment.      The 
love  birds  sitting  quietly  and  lovingly  together  on 
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a  corner  of  the  same  perch,  the  weavers  with  their 
endless  tails,  the  miniature  dove,  the  cordon  bleu, 
with  his  turquoise  breast,  and  the  little  cardinal, 
with  his  self-sufficient  pomp,  were  all  there,  and 
seemed  to  bathe  and  to  fly,  to  eat  and  to  drink, 
to  love  and  to  quarrel,  as  freely  as  if  they  still 
ranged  through  the  boundless  depths  of  their  native 
woods. 

And  near  them  stood  the  singer  of  that  wild 
melody,  which  had  woke  me  from  my  short  sleep. 
There  she  was  like  a  little  queen  in  the  midst  of 
her  own  fairy  kingdom.  She  was  dressed  in  a 
silk  gown,  whose  train  swept  over  the  gravel  walks 
as  she  moved  slowly  along.  A  berthe  of  the 
richest  Guipure  old  lace  was  clasped  on  her  breast 
by  one  single  pearl  pin ;  some  sprigs  of  the  deep 
red  salvia  were  fastened  in  her  hair.  She  held  a 
large  pair  of  garden  scissors  in  her  hand  ;  and,  as 
she  walked  along,  she  cut  the  dead  flowers  from 
the  bushes,  as  she  passed,  and  flung  them  aside ; 
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every  now  and  then  a  fresh  burst  of  song  springing 
from  lips  which  seemed  only  made  to  smile.  She 
came  nearer  to  the  house ;  and,  while  cutting  off  a 
drooping  moss-rose  from  its  stem,  she  stood  where 
the  slanting  rays  of  the  evening  sun  threw  a  rich 
glow  over  her  auburn  hair  and  her  blooming 
cheek. 

I  could  hear  now  the  words  of  her  song,  and 
recognised  those  lines  of  Montrose,  the  Hero  and 
the  Bard ; 

**  My  dear  and  only  love,  I  pray. 
That  little  world  of  thee, 
Be  governed  by  no  other  sway 
But  purest  monarchy." 

The  dead  rose,  the  song,  those  images  of  beauty 
and  of  joy,  the  connexion  of  ideas  which  they 
suggested,  were  all  too  much  for  me.  I  turned 
back  into  the  room,  and,  as  I  did  so,  I  caught 
sight  of  myself  in  the  standing  looking-glass 
opposite.  My  pale  face,  my  heavy  dark  eyes,  my 
black  uncurled  hair,  were  before  me  ;  they  seemed 
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to  tell  my  life's  history  ;  all,  all  its  sad  secrets  were 
there ;  its  love,  its  hate,  its  pride,  its  remorse,  its 
anguish,  and  its  despair. 

I  remarked  that  day  at  dinner  that  Mr. 
Escourt  seemed  particularly  anxious  to  ingra- 
tiate himself  with  me,  perhaps  because  I  had 
seemed  reluctant  to  allow  him  to  do  so,  which 
with  some  men  is  apt  to  make  them  strain  every 
nerve  to  succeed ;  but,  as  I  decidedly  repulsed  all 
his  attempts  to  make  himself  agreeable,  he  devoted 
his  attentions  to  Mrs.  Middleton,  who  seemed 
amused  and  interested  by  his  conversation  ;  and  I 
was  obliged  to  admit  that  he  was  clever,  in  spite 
of  my  antipathy  to  him. 

It  is  unpleasant  to  meet  in  society  a  man,  whom 
we  have  secret  reasons  to  know  would  be  shunned 
by  all  those  who  value  truth  and  honour,  if  certain 
facts  were  revealed,  and  the  veil  drawn  aside  which 
hides  from  the  world  his  real  character  and  con- 
duct.    And  when  those  we  love  and  respect  speak 
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of  their  regard  for  such  a  person,  and  call  him 
their  friend,  it  is  difficult  to  repress  the  accusing 
words  which  tremble  on  our  lips.  Such  thoughts 
passed  through  my  mind  as  I  sat  at  dinner  that 
day  watching  Mr.  Escourt,  while  he  poured  into 
Mrs.  Middleton's  ear  his  amusing  anecdotes,  and 
saw  her  look  of  interest  as  she  listened  to  him.  I 
felt  it  yet  more  when,  after  dinner,  I  heard  my 
uncle  invite  him  in  the  most  cordial  manner  to 
Elmsley ;  and  above  all,  when  Edward  addressed 
him  as  "  My  dear  fellow,"  I  gave  a  start  of 
impatience  which  must  have  seemed  unaccountable 
to  Edward,  who  looked  at  me  with  unaffected 
surprise. 

After  dinner  we  all  sat  on  the  stone  terrace 
before  the  house ;  and  while  I  strove  in  vain  to 
shake  off  the  gloom  which  gathered  over  my  spirits 
more  darkly  every  hour,  I  could  not  disguise  from 
myself  that  Rosa  had  never  looked  more  lovely — 
had  never  appeared  to  greater  advantage.    Whether 
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with  perfect  gravity  and  a  genuine  brogue  she 
related,  at  Edward's  request,  the  wonderful  history 
of  Daniel  O'Rourke,  who  held  on  to  the  moon 
by  its  horns;  or  whether,  on  some  remark  of 
Mr.  Escourt's  on  the  subject  to  which  all  her 
feelings  were  alive,  in  a  few  words  of  rapid  and 
fervent  eloquence,  she  spoke  of  the  sufferings  and 
the  wrongs  of  Ireland,  of  its  injured  honour,  its 
misrepresented  creed :  whether  with  the  joyousness 
of  a  child  she  showed  off  the  tricks  of  her  little  dog: 
by  the  side  of  the  garden  lake,  or,  stepping  into  the 
boat  which  was  made  expressly  for  her  use,  she 
seized  her  oars,  and  rowed  us  across  like  the  Lady 
of  Loch  Katrine:  in  each  movement  there  was 
grace ;  in  each  mischievous  glance  there  was  fun ; 
in  each  word  there  was  animation ;  and  Edward 
laughed  gaily,  or  listened  with  interest,  while  even 
Mr.  Middleton  seemed  excited  and  amused. 

When  we  returned  into  the  house,  Mr.  Manby 
asked  Rosa  to  sing ;  and  as  we  all  pressed  her  to 
H  3 


154  ELLEN    MIDDLETON. 

do  SO,  she  sat  down  at  the  pianoforte,  and  sung  in 
succession  English  ballads,  Irish  melodies,  and 
Jacobite  songs,  which  last  she  seemed  to  take  par- 
ticular pleasure  in.  During  a  pause,  Mr.  Escourt 
said, 

"  Pray,  Miss  Moore,  what  was  it  you  were 
singing  to-day  before  dinner,  in  your  own  garden  ? 
Something  very  wild  and  pretty." 

"  Did  you  detect  me  making  a  noise  ? "  she 
asked  with  a  smile;  "a  shocking  noise,  my  little 
brother  calls  it.  He  did  not  wish  to  find  fault 
with  me  himself  the  other  day,  so  he  whispered  to 
me  while  he  was  playing  with  some  wooden  animals, 
•  Rosa,  these  deer  say  to  me  that  you  make  a 
shocking  noise.'  But  this  is  what  you  mean,  I 
suppose,"  and  she  began  Montrose's  love-song. 

"  This  may  be  all  very  well,"  exclaimed  Mr, 
Escourt,  when  she  had  sung  it,  "  for  a  man  who 
fights  and  writes  verses ;  who  carries,  as  he  says, 
a  sword  and  a  pen,  as,  should  his  mistress  discard 
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him,  he  would  no  doubt  console  himself  with  that 

same  sword  and  pen :    but   I   should  think,  with 

nine  women  out  of  ten,  a  dismissal  would  be  the 

result  of  so  very  dictatorial  a  declaration.     Why, 

only  listen  to  him  :"  and  he  repeated  the  following 

lines : — 

«  Like  Alexander  I  would  reign, 
And  I  would  reign  alone  ; 
My  soul  did  ever  more  disdain 

A  rival  in  my  throne. 
He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 

Or  his  deserts  are  small, 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch 
To  win  or  lose  it  all." 

"  Would  you  stand  this,  Miss  Moore  ?" 

"  Why,''  she  said,  as  her  fingers  ran  carelessly 
over  the  keys,  "  I  should  not  feel  much  inclined 
to  let  Alexander  reign  at  all;  but  I  should  not 
quarrel  with  him  for  choosing  to  reign  alone. 
Would  you,  EUen.=»" 

"  No,"  I  answered,  "  only  for  believing  it  pos- 
sible that  he  did  not  reign  alone." 

I  involuntarily  turned  my  eyes  towards  Edward's 
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as  I  said  this.  They  met  his,  and  their  expression 
was  so  earnest  and  affectionate  that  a  thrill  of 
pleasure  ran  through  me. 

Mr.  Escourt  laughed  and  said, 

"  Why,  you  would  have  your  hero  still  more 
convicted  than  he  is.     To  my  mind, 

*  I'll  never  love  thee  more,' 

is,  under  any  circumstances,  the  most  impertinent 
speech  a  lover  can  make,  and  one  which  no  woman 
ought  to  forgive." 

"  Oh,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Manby,  "  I  am 
quite  like  Montrose.  I  would  never  care  for  a 
woman  who  did  not  love  me  above  all  things." 

"  Nor  make  her  famous  by  your  pen,  nor  glorious 
by  your  sword?"  murmured  Rosa,  as  she  bent 
over  the  music  books. 

Edward  smiled ;  but  this  time  it  was  my  eyes 
he  sought ;  and  by  my  side  he  sat  down,  when  we 
left  the  pianoforte  and  went  into  the  next  room. 


ELLEN  MIDDLETON.  157 

I  will  not  minutely  record  the  details  of  our 
proceedings,  or  of  the  various  alternations  of  hopes 
and  fears  which  agitated  me  during  the  next  few 
days.  Sometimes  when  Edward  spoke  to  me,  his 
voice  had  a  tone,  his  eyes  an  expression,  which 
made  me  forget  for  an  instant  everything  but  what 
I  heard  in  that  tone  and  read  in  those  eyes ;  and 
the  ecstasy  of  such  moments  made  the  contrast 
darker  and  bitterer  each  time,  when,  under  the 
influence  of  my  secret  misgivings,  or  of  my  jealous 
pangs,  that  flash  of  transient  joy  gave  way  before 
the  gloom  which  suddenly  succeeded  it.  Mrs. 
Middleton  had  taught  me  to  tear  away  the  veil 
from  my  own  thoughts  and  feehngs — to  be  true  to 
myself,  and  merciless  to  my  own  illusions;  and 
therefore,  though  I  could  sometimes  read  love  in 
Edward's  eyes, — though  I  could  see,  that  when  an 
expression  of  strong  feeling  escaped  me,  it  awoke 
emotion  in  his  soul,  and  struck  a  chord  which 
vibrated    to    the    touch  ;    I    could    also    see    the 
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Struggle  which  he  made  to  master  and  repress 
these  feelings.  I  saw  well  his  deep  appreciation 
of  the  pure  and  unsullied  truth  of  Rosa's  character. 
When  her  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him  with  the  bold 
simplicity  and  innocent  daring  of  one 

"  Who  feared  no  danger,  for  she  knew  no  sin," 

I  have  seen  him  turn  to  me  with  an  earnest  gaze 
of  thoughtful  inquiry,  which  I  dared  not  meet 
but  by  a  mute  appeal  for  mercy.  I  had  heard 
him  murmur  in  a  low  voice  one  evening,  in  which 
storms  of  jealous  anger  and  gloomy  abstraction 
had  swept  over  my  soul  and  clouded  my  brow, 
I  heard  him  murmur,  as  Rosa's  joyous  laugh 
reached  our  ears, 

«  0,  blest  with  temper,  whose  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day  !" 

I  had  heard  this,  and  yet  I  did  not  hate  her. 
No,  God  be  praised,  and  I  bless  him  for  it !  not 
all  my  sufferings,  not  all  my  faults,  not  even  the 
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tortures  of  jealousy  itself,  have  robbed  me  of  that 
one  pure  emotion,  that  one  spontaneous  impulse — 
instinctive  homage  to  what  is  pure,  intense  ad- 
miration for  what  is  good.  But  how  I  envied  her 
the  privilege  of  truth!  how  bitterly  I  contrasted 
her  fate  with  mine!  when,  one  day,  I  saw  her 
snatch  up  her  little  sister  to  her  knees,  while  Mr. 
Escourt  was  asserting  that  there  was  no  one  who 
would  willingly  consent  to  lay  open  their  thoughts 
to  another,  and  devouring  her  with  kisses,  exclaim, 
"  Now,  Minny,  you  know  I  should  not  mind  if 
you  could  read  every  one  of  my  thoughts." 

At  the  outset  of  this  history  of  myself,  and  of 
my  sufferings,  I  had  to  gather  strength  for  the 
task :  one  fatal  day  stood  out  in  dreadful  promi- 
nence ;  and  to  describe  it  was  to  live  over  again  its 
agonising  hours.  Again  I  feel  the  same  kind  of 
emotion ;  again  I  must  pause ;  for  I  am  arrived  at 
that  moment  which  dragged  me  down  a  step  lower 
into  the  abyss  which  I  had  seen  from  afar  off,  and 
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from  which  I  had  vainly  struggled  to  recede.  For 
days,  for  weeks,  I  have  shut  up  this  book,  and  put 
it  aside  as  an  enemy  whose  sight  I  feared ;  but, 
hke  the  rattlesnake,  this  very  fear  fascinates  and 
subdues  me;  and  as  the  stern  spells  of  memory 
cannot  be  conjured  away,  they  must  be  braved  and 
conquered. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


"  La  douleur  a  trahi  les  secrets  de  son  ame, 
Et  ne  V0U8  permet  plus  de  douter  de  sa  flamme." 

Ractne. 

**  Cet  Hymen  m'est  fatal,  je  crains  et  le  souhaite, 
Je  n'ose  en  esperer  qu'une  joie  imparfaite. 
***** 

Que  je  meurs  s'il  s'acheve  ou  ne  s'acLeve  pas." 

CORNEILLE. 


One  morning,  after  we  had  been  a  few  days  at 
Hampstead,  I  felt  the  greatest  wish  to  slip  quietly 
out  of  the  house  and  stroll  about  alone  for  an  hour 
or  two.  I  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing  so  at 
Elmsley,  and  I  found  nothing  so  effectual  as  this 
in  subduing  agitation,  and  recalling  my  mind  to  a 
state  of  composure.  After  making  the  tour  of  the 
grounds,    walking  round  the  lake,  and  dawdling 
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» 

some  time  in  the  shrubberries,  I  opened  a  small 
gate  into  a  lane  which  led  towards  the  common. 
This  lane  was  scarcely  wider  than  a  path,  and  was 
only  divided  from  the  grounds  of  the  villa  by  a 
ditch  and  a  slight  railing.  I  was  intently  occupied 
in  examining  an  ant's  nest,  and  the  various  evolu- 
tions performed  by  its  black  citizens  on  the  sudden 
fall  of  a  snail  among  them,  which  had  dropt  off 
a  branch  of  dog-roses  while  I  was  gathering  it, 
when  all  at  once  a  sound  as  of  many  people  run- 
ning, joined  to  loud  cries  and  vociferations,  caught 
my  ear.  There  was  something  ominous  in  the 
noise,  and  my  heart  beat  quick  as  I  looked  with  a 
mixture  of  fear  and  curiosity  towards  the  end  of 
the  lane  which  opened  on  the  heath.  The  noise 
increased ;  and  suddenly  round  the  corner  and  into 
the  lane  dashed  a  dog,  followed  by  several  men 
armed  with  pitchforks,  and  shouting.  The  ap- 
palling cry  of  "  A  mad  dog  !  a  mad  dog  ! '"  struck 
distinctly  upon  my   ears,  and  brought   a  deadly 
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faintness  over  my  limbs,  and  a  cold  sweat  on  my 
forehead.  I  tried  to  run,  and  my  strength  utterly 
failed  me.  I  tried  to  scream  and  could  not.  The 
animal  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer.  I  clung  to 
the  railing  ;  the  shouts  grew  louder :  "  Get  out  of 
the  way! — a  mad  dog! — get  out  of  the  way!" 
Two  more  seconds,  and  the  beast  would  have  been 
upon  me,  with  swollen  tongue,  glaring  eye,  and 
foaming  mouth,  when,  quick  as  lightning,  across 
the  ditch,  and  over  the  railing,  sprang  Edward, 
with  a  face  as  pale  as  a  sheet,  and  almost  convulsed 
with  teiTor.  The  dog  was  close  to  me ;  he  seized 
it,  flung  it  across  the  hedge  into  a  pond  on  the 
other  side,  and  dragged  me  to  the  grounds,  and  up 
to  a  bank,  on  which  he  placed  me.  For  a  moment 
I  closed  my  eyes,  overpowered  by  the  terror  I  had 
felt,  and  the  sense  of  escape  from  it ;  but  I  heard 
Edward  murmur,  in  a  tone  of  anguish,  "Good 
Grod,  what  shall  I  do  ?  "  I  opened  my  eyes  and 
looked  up  into  his  face ;  it  was  so  dreadfully  pale 
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that  I  exclaimed,  "You  are  ill,  very  ill;  for  God's 
sake  sit  down." 

"  No,"  he  answered,  "  no ;  now  that  you  are 
better,  it  is  all  right ;  I  will  go  home  and  send 
somebody  to  you." 

"  I  can  go  now,"  I  said ;  "  I  can  walk."  But 
what  was  it  I  saw  at  that  moment  on  the  ground 
before  me  ?  There  were  spots  of  blood  on  the 
gravel !  There  was  blood  on  Edward's  sleeve ! 
Sudden  as  the  flash  that  rends  the  skies,  as  the 
bolt  that  blasts  the  oak,  the  truth  burst  upon  me  ! 
I  neither  shrieked  nor  swooned ;  the  very  excess  of 
anguish  made  me  calm.  On  Edward's  hand  was 
the  fatal  scar.  I  seized  his  arm,  and  so  quickly 
and  suddenly,  that  he  neither  foresaw  nor  could 
prevent  the  act.  I  pressed  my  lips  to  it,  and 
sucked  the  poisoned  blood  from  the  wound. 
When  he  tried  to  draw  his  hand  from  my  grasp, 
I  clung  to  it  and  retained  it  with  the  strength 
which    nothing    but    love    and    terror   can   give. 
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When,  at  last,  by  a  violent  effort  he  disengaged 
it,  I  fell  on  my  knees  before  him,  and  clinging 
to  his  feet,  in  words  which  I  cannot  write,  with 
passion  which  no  words  can  describe,  I  implored 
him  by  that  love  which  had  been  the  torture 
and  the  joy  of  my  life,  its  bane  and  its  glory, 
to  yield  again  his  hand  to  me  that  I  might  save 
his  Hfe  as  he  had  saved  mine.  As  he  still  refused, 
still  struggled  to  get  away,  I  seized  on  the  blood- 
stained handkerchief  with  which  I  wiped  my 
mouth,  and  eagerly  clasping  it  to  my  bosom  I 
exclaimed,  "  This^  if  you  leave  me,  shall  make 
me  run  the  same  risks  as  yourself.  If  there  is 
poison  in  this  blood  it  shall  mingle  with  mine." 

An  expression  of  intense  emotion  passed  over 
Edward's  face  in  a  moment,  and  his  resolution 
suddenly  changed.  He  sat  down  on  the  bench 
and  held  out  his  hand  to  me.  "  Do  what  you 
will,"  he  said.  "  Nothing  but  death  shall  part 
us  now.*" 
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There  was  such  thrilling  tenderness,  such  intense 
feeling  in  these  few  words,  such  belief  in  me,  that, 
as  I  sunk  on  my  knees  by  his  side,  and  pressed 
my  lips  again  on  that  hand,  now  passive  in  my 
grasp,  while  with  the  other  he  supported  me  as 
I  knelt ;  as  he  fixed  his  eyes  in  silent  but  ardent 
affection  on  mine,  there  was  such  a  suspension 
in  my  soul  of  everything  but  deep,  boundless, 
inexpressible  love,  which  thrilled  through  every 
nerve,  and  absorbed  every  faculty,  that  I  could 
have  wished  to  die  in  that  state  of  blissful  abstrac- 
tion      The  blood  had  ceased  to  flow; 

the  task  of  love  was  over,  and  still  I  knelt  by 
Edward's  side ;  still  his  arm  supported  my  head ; 
still  he  murmured  words  of  tenderness  in  my  ear — 
when  we  were  roused  by  the  sudden  approach 
of  Mr.  Middleton,  who,  having  heard  of  the 
pursuit,  and  of  the  death  of  a  mad  dog  in  the 
immediate  vicinity  of  the  grounds,  had  been 
anxiously  looking  out  for  me.     I  started  hastily 


ELLEN  MIDDLETON.  167 

from  my  kneeling  position,  but  Edward  still  kept 
his  arm  round  me ;  and  turning  to  my  uncle  he 
gave  him,  in  a  few  words,  an  account  of  what  had 
occurred,  of  my  danger,  of  his  agony,  when,  from 
the  fishing-house,  he  saw  the  imminence  of  that 
danger,  of  my  escape  through  his  means,  of  the 
bite  which  he  had  received  as  he  seized  on  the 
dog,  and  of  the  manner  in  which  I  had  drawn 
the  poison  from  the  wound.  "She  has  done 
by  me,"  he  said  with  a  voice  which  trembled 
with  emotion;  "she  has  done  by  me  what 
Queen  Eleanor  did  by  her  husband;  but  when 
I  suffered  her  to  do  so,  she  had  confessed  what 
makes  me  happier,  on  this  day  of  terror  and 
anxiety,  than  I  have  ever  been  on  any  other  day 
of  my  life.  Wish  me  joy,  Mr.  Middleton,  of 
the  dearest,  of  the  tenderest,  of  the  most  courage- 
ous, as  well  as  of  the  loveliest  bride  that  ever  man 
was  blest  with." 

As  Edward  finished  these  words,  his  arms  drew 
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me  closer  to  him,  and  he  kissed  my  cheek,  which 
had  grown,  during  the  last  few  seconds,  as  pale 
as  it  had  been  crimson  a  moment  before;  and 
it  was  not  love  that  now  blanched  my  cheek,  and 
made  me  tremble  in  a  way  which  made  the  support 
of  Edward's  arm  a  matter  of  necessity.  It  was 
not  the  emotion  of  happiness  that  kept  me  as 
silent  as  the  grave,  when  Mr.  Middleton  fondly 
kissed  me,  and  blessed  me  for  what  I  had  done, 
and  for  what  I  had  acknowledged.  My  uneasi- 
ness grew  so  evident  that  both  my  uncle  and 
Edward  were  suddenly  struck  with  the  same  fear. 
It  occurred  to  them  both,  at  the  same  time,  that 
I  was  ill  from  the  terror  I  had  undergone,  and 
the  exertion  I  had  made;  both  led  me  towards 
the  house  with  anxious  solicitude,  and  with  the 
tenderest  care.  A  change  had  come  over 
Edward's  manner;  he  too  looked  dreadfully  ill, 
and  the  nervous  tension  of  his  usually  calm 
features    was  painful   to   see.      They   carried  me 
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up  to  my  room,  and  when  I  was  laid  on  the  bed, 
Mrs.  Middleton's  dear  voice  and  tender  kisses 
occasioned  me  a  burst  of  crying,  which  relieved 
the  intolerable  oppression  under  which  I  was 
labouring.  My  uncle  took  Edward  almost  by 
force  out  of  the  room,  and  Mrs.  Middleton  fol- 
lowed them,  after  placing  my  maid  by  my  bed-side. 
She  returned  in  a  few  moments,  and  by  the 
direction  of  the  doctor,  who  had  been  sent  for, 
she  gave  me  a  nervous  draught,  and  kept  me  as 
quiet  as  possible.  I  grew  calmer,  but  my  tears 
continued  to  flow  in  silence.  I  did  not  see  my 
way  before  me;  it  seemed  to  me  that  suddenly, 
involuntarily,  almost  unconsciously,  I  had  be- 
come pledged  to  Edward,  that  our  engagement 
might  at  any  moment  be  proclaimed  to  the  world, 
and  the  dreadful  results  which  I  knew  would 
follow,  stared  me  in  the  face;  and  yet  how  to 
retract — what  to  say — what  to  do,  was  a  difficulty 
which  I  saw  no  means  of  surmounting,  and  every 
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kind  of  congratulatory  whisper  of  Mrs.  Middleton, 
which  was  meant  to  soothe  and  gratify  me,  threw 
me  into  inexpressible  agitation,  as  it  showed  me 
that  Edward,  my  uncle,  and  herself,  considered 
me  as  much  pledged  to  him,  and  our  marriage 
as  much  the  natural  result  of  the  acknowledgment, 
which  in  that  hour  of  anguish  and  of  terror  had 
escaped  from  me,  as  if  the  settlements  had  been 
signed  and  the  wedding-day  named. 

Towards  evening  I  fancied  that  I  saw  on  Mrs. 
Middleton's  countenance  an  expression  of  uneasi- 
ness, as  she  came  into  my  room ;  and,  with 
trembling  anxiety,  I  asked  her  how  Edward  was. 

"  He  is  not  well ;  but  nothing  to  make  us 
uneasy,'"*  she  added,  as  she  observed  the  look  of 
terror  in  my  face.  "  What  you  so  courageously 
did,  dear  child,  and  the  subsequent  searing  of  the 
scar,  which,  as  a  measure  of  further  precaution, 
was  done,  have  entirely  secured  him  from  any 
danger  of  that  dreadful   kind ;  but  the  exertion, 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  171 

the  agitation,  and  the  operation  itself,  which 
was  very  painful,  have  brought  on  some  fever, 
which  it  will  require  care  and  prudence  to 
subdue." 

This  new  anxiety  diverted  my  thoughts,  for 
the  time,  from  the  difficulties  of  my  own  position, 
and  I  roused  and  exerted  myself  in  order  to  be 
allowed  to  leave  my  room,  the  solitude  of  which  I 
dreaded  in  my  present  state  of  restless  excitement ; 
but  society  seemed  to  me  still  more  trying  when  I 
had  to  encounter  it.  I  could  hardly  bear  to  hear 
the  occurrences  of  the  day  discussed.  Everybody 
was  informed  of  what  I  had  done ;  and  the  praises 
which  were  bestowed  on  my  courage  and  presence 
of  mind,  were  uttered  with  smiles  and  tones  which 
proved  to  me,  that  if  they  were  not  aware  of  all 
the  circumstances  of  the  case,  it  was  at  least  suf- 
ficiently evident  that  the  feelings  which  had 
prompted  me  at  the  moment  had  been  attributed 
to  their  true  cause.  Rosa,  especially,  tormented 
I  2 
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me  by  allusions  and  playful  attacks,  which  I  could 
hardly  bear  with  patience ;  and  at  last  I  showed 
my  annoyance  in  so  marked  a  manner,  that  she 
abstained  from  any  farther  reference  to  the  sub- 
ject. 

Later  in  the  evening,  when  the  doctor  came 
again,  he  found  Edward's  fever  much  increased ; 
and  when  this  intelligence  was  brought  to  the 
drawing-room,  Rosa  showed  true  and  warm  sym- 
pathy in  the  anxiety  which  I  could  no  longer 
conceal. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards,  Mrs.  Middleton 
beckoned  me  out  of  the  room,  and  told  me  that 
Edward  was  in  a  state  of  intense  nervous  irrita- 
tion, which  was  the  more  extraordinary,  from  its 
contrast  with  his  usual  calm  and  quiet  disposition. 
"  He  is  quite  unlike  himself,"  she  continued,  "  and 
can  hardly  be  persuaded  to  submit  to  the  necessary 
restraint  which  the  doctor  prescribes.  He  says 
he  must  see  you,  and  speak  to  you,  this  evening ; 
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and  insisted  on  getting  up  and  coming  to  the 
drawing-room.  At  last,  I  persuaded  him  to  lie 
down  again  on  his  couch,  by  promising  that  you 
should  come  to  him.  After  what  passed  between 
you  this  morning,  there  can  be  no  objection  to  it. 
Only,  remember,  dear  child,  that  everything  you 
say  to  him  must  be  calculated  to  soothe  and  calm 
him,  for  Dr.  Nevis  says  that  he  could  not  answer 
for  the  consequences  of  any  agitation  or  sudden 
emotion  at  this  moment.  This  it  was  that  deter- 
mined me  to  come  and  fetch  you,  when  I  saw  him 
so  feverishly  anxious  to  see  you  ;  especially,  as  noiv, 
I  am  sure,  that  you  can  have  nothing  to  say  to 
him  that  will  not  have  a  tranquillising  effect  on  his 
nerves,  and  help  to  give  him  a  good  night's  rest, 
which  is  the  greatest  possible  object  in  his  present 
state." 

As  my  aunt  talked  on  in  this  manner,  while  she 
led  the  way  to  Edward's  room,  I  could  not  summon 
courage  to  object  to  this  visit,  till  when  we  got  near 
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to  the  door,  I  drew  back  and  whispered  to  her, 
"  Indeed  I  had  better  not  go  in ;  after  what 
occurred  this  morning,  considering  all  things,  it 
may  agitate  him  to  see  me.  Indeed,  indeed  it  will 
be  better  not."  Mrs.  Middleton  looked  at  me 
with  surprise,  "  Have  I  not  told  you,  Ellen,  that 
he  has  been  working  himself  into  a  fever,  from  his 
anxiety  to  speak  to  you?  The  only  chance  of 
calming  him  is  by  yielding  to  this  wish,  and  I 
assure  you,"  she  continued  in  an  earnest  manner, 
"  it  may  be  more  important  than  you  seem  to  think, 
to  accomplish  this.  The  consequences  may  be  very 
serious,  if  this  fever  and  nervous  agitation  should 
increase." 

As  she  said  these  words,  without  any  further 
discussion,  she  opened  the  door,  and  I  found  my- 
self in  another  moment  seated  by  Edward's  side, 
his  burning  hand  in  mine,  and  his  eyes  fixed  upon 
me  with  that  intense  and  overstrained  expression 
which  fever  gives. 
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"  Dearest  Ellen,"  he  exclaimed,  as  Mrs.  Middle- 
ton  left  the  room,  "  I  am  unreasonable,  and  ashamed 
of  myself,  but  I  could  not  rest,  or  have  a  moment's 
peace,  before  I  had  again  heard  from  your  lips  the 
blessed  assurance,  that  all  that  made  me  so  happy 
this  morning,  in  spite  of  our  fears  and  anxieties, 
was  not  a  dream.     Say  it  was  not,  dearest." 

"  It  was  no  dream,"  I  answered  in  a  low  voice, 
"  but  we  must  not  speak  of  such  dream-like  things 

to-night.     When  you  are  well " 

"  I  am  well  now/'  he  interrupted,  "  if  you  relieve 
my  mind  from  a  vague  fear  that  has  haunted  me 
ever  since.  Ellen,  there  is  no  obstacle  to  our 
marriage,  is  there  ?  You  will  be  my  wife  ?  You 
do  not  answer ;  you  do  not  speak  ?  " 

His  hand,  which  held  mine,  trembled,  and  he 
grew  paler  still  than  when  I  had  entered  the  room. 
Terrified  at  his  agitation,  I  lost  the  last  opportu- 
nity of  retracting;  and  murmured,  "  Yes,  yes, 
dearest  Edward,  I  will  be  your  wife. — May  God 
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in  Heaven  bless  you,  and  forgive  me  !  "  I  inter- 
nally added;  "and  now,  that  I  have  set  your 
mind  at  rest,"  I  said  with  a  forced  smile,  "  I  will 
leave  you." 

"  Leave  me  !  "  he  rejoined,  "  now  that  you  have 
made  me  happier  than  words  can  express  !     No 
don't  leave  me  now,  my  Ellen,  my  darling  Ellen 
whom  I  have  loved  since  the  days  of  childhood 
whom  I    have  watched  with   an    earnest    anxiety, 
that  has  made  me,  I  will  own  it  now,  (he  kissed 
my  hand  tenderly  as  he  said  this,)  often  unreason- 
able, often  unjust." 

"  No,  no  !  "  I  exclaimed,  "  that  you  have  never 
been." 

*'  Yes  I  have,  Ellen,"  he  continued  with  earnest- 
ness ;  "though  I  saw  much  in  your  voice,  in  your 
countenance,  and  in  your  manner,  that  made  me 
feel  I  was  not  indifferent  to  you,  still  I  was 
tormented  with  doubts  and  with  jealousies,  which 
were  unworthy  of  you  and  of  myself.     What   I 
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now  see  was  only  pity  and  kindness  for  others,  I 
construed  into  causes  for  suspicion  :  what  I  now 
feel  was  forbearance  and  delicacy  of  feeling  on  your 
part,  I  called  deceit,  I  thought  you  deceitful ;  I 
called  you  deceitful ;  yet  my  own  heart  contradicted 
me,  Ellen,  for  it  would  never  have  loved  you,  clung 
to  you,  as  it  has  done,  had  you  not  been  true,  truer 
in  your  changeable  moods  and  unguarded  impulses, 
'  than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  strange.' 
No,  my  dearest,  my  precious  love,  if  falsehood  or 
deceit  had  ever  stained  those  dear  lips  of  yours, 
if  they  had  ever  sullied  the  purity  of  your  spotless 
nature,  my  love  would  have  vanished,  and  my 
heart  hardened  against  you.  The  very  strength 
of  my  own  affection  pleaded  for  you,  when  appear- 
ances, or  my  own  jealous  feelings,  accused  you. 
Will  you  forgive  me,  dearest  ?  " 

"  Forgive  you ! "  I  exclaimed,  while  a  choking 
sob  rose  in  my  throat,  "  God  knows- " 

"  I  do  not  doubt  you,"  he  eagerly  cried ;  "  I  do 
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not  ask  you  to  explain  or  to  reassure  me.  Have  I 
not  already  acquitted  you,  and  accused  myself? 
I  should  be  a  wretch,  my  Ellen,  if,  after  having 
received  from  you  the  greatest  proof  of  love  which 
a  woman  could  give,  the  shadow  of  a  doubt  could 
remain  on  my  mind,  of  the  purity  and  of  the  strength 
of  your  affection.  Do  you  think,  my  own  love, 
that  I  should  have  suffered  you  to  give  me  that 
proof  of  unexampled  devotion,  had  I  not  believed 
and  felt  that  you  were  then  suffering  the  agony 
of  apprehension,  which  I  had  suffered  a  moment 
before  ?  that  your  love  was  great  as  mine,  and 
that  is  saying  everything ;  for  I  feel  now,  Ellen, 
that  to  lose  you  would  kill  me." 

I  laid  my  head  on  his  shoulder,  and  murmured 
a  few  words  of  tenderness  in  his  ear.  My  heart 
was  swelling,  and  my  head  was  dizzy.  Three 
times,  while  he  had  spoken,  I  had  been  on  the 
point  of  breaking  out  into  vehement  denials,  and 
passionate   self-accusations;    and    each    time    the 
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doctor's  warning,  confirmed  by  Edward's  tremu- 
lous voice  and  eager  hurried  manner,  so  different 
from  his  usual  composure,  checked  the  words  on 
my  lips,  and  thrust  back  into  my  bosom  the 
remorse  and  shame  which  overwhelmed  me.  Yet, 
in  the  midst  of  all  this  suffering  and  this  shame, 
there  was  a  joy  which,  like  a  meteor  in  a  stormy 
sky,  illumined  at  moments  the  darkness  with 
which  it  struggled  ;  and,  to  drown  the  voice  of 
conscience,  I  repeated  to  myself,  that  in  spite  of 
the  deceit  I  had  practised  under  the  influence 
of  what  I  deemed  an  irresistible  fatality,  there 
was  truth,  there  was  reality,  in  the  ardent  affec- 
tion which  I  bore,  to  him  whose  hand  I  held,  and 
against  whose  breast  my  burning  forehead  was 
laid,  as  if  I  sought  there  a  refuge  from  the 
world,  from  myself,  and  from  my  own  upbraid- 
ing memory. 

After  a  pause,  but  in  a  voice  of  perfect  confi- 
dence and  tenderness,  Edward  said  to  me,  "Why 
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would  you  not  marry  me  three  months  ago, 
dearest  ?  Did  you  think  tliat  my  love  was  not 
great  enough,  or  was  yours  not  yet  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,"  I  interrupted  ;  "  such  love  as  mine  is 
not  the  growth  of  a  few  days ;  but  ask  me  not  to 
explain  the  waywardness,  the  strange  inconsistency 
of  a  character,  which  you,  wise  and  good  as  you 
are,  can  never  perfectly  understand."" 

There  passed  a  slight  cloud  over  Edward's 
countenance  at  that  moment,  but  it  was  only  for 
an  instant ;  and  in  the  gentlest  manner  he  said, 
"  Perhaps  I  may  never  quite  understand  you 
Ellen,  but  I  can  always  trust  you.  You  have 
always  been  unlike  everybody  else,  particularly 
unlike  me,  with  my  matter-of-fact  stubbornness, 
and  that  is  probably  why  you  bewitched  me 
against  my  will ;  and  in  spite  of  all  my  resolutions, 
(he  added  with  a  smile,)  I  suppose  I  never  have 
quite  understood  you ;  but  to  admire  blindly  and 
ardently  what  we  least  understand,  is  one  of  the 
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peculiarities  of  human  nature ;  so  you  must  e'en 
admit  this  excuse." 

Again  he  kissed  my  hand  with  the  fondest 
affection;  and  then  at  my  earnest  request  he 
suffered  me  to  leave  him.  Before  I  went,  I  told 
him  that  while  we  were  staying  at  the  Moore's  I 
was  anxious  that  our  engagement  should  not  be 
openly  acknowledged,  as  in  so  small  a  party,  and 
with  people  whom  I  knew  so  little  intimately,  it 
was  pleasanter  to  me  not  to  have  to  talk  over  the 
subject.  He  submitted  to  my  wish,  and  I  left 
him  to  go  to  my  own  room,  and  devise  there  some 
means  of  escaping  from  the  difficulties  in  which 
I  had  entangled  myself  more  fatally  than  ever. 

It  was  not  till  in  the  silence  of  the  night  I  sat 
alone  and  undisturbed,  that  T  realised  to  myself 
the  occurrences  of  the  day,  or  saw  in  its  full 
force  the  importance  of  what  I  had  done.  There 
I  sat,  Edward's  affianced  wife ;  and  any  moment 
after   this   fact  was   made   public,  my   persecutor 
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might  seek  him  or  Mr.  Middleton,  and  tell  them 
that  but  for  me,  Julia  would  be  still  alive ;  and 
when  summoned  to  deny  the  foul  charge,  and 
confound  the  vile  calumniator,  should  I  say,  "  Yes, 
I  struck  the  helpless  child  in  my  anger,  but  I 
meant  not  to  kill  her ;  I  have  buried  the  secret  in 
my  heart ;  day  by  day  I  have  received  her  father's 
blessings,  and  her  mother's  kisses,  in  hypocritical 
silence.  I  have  listened,  Edward,  to  your  words 
of  love ;  I  have  promised  to  be  your  wife,  with  a 
lie  in  my  mouth  and  deceit  in  my  heart ;  but  now 
I  am  found  out,  and  I  implore  mercy  at  your 
hands ;  and  that  you  will  believe  me  when  I  say, 
that  I  did  not  mean  to  kill  my  cousin  :"  and  may 
be,  (I  exclaimed,  interrupting  myself  with  a  burst  of 
anguish,)  may  be,  he  would  not  believe  me !  There 
is  no  medium  in  Edward's  judgment  when  truth 
is  concerned ;  implicit  confidence  on  the  one  hand, 
unmitigated  condemnation  on  the  other.  Oh  how 
dreadful  it  would  be  to  meet  his  eyes,  from  which 
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love  would  have  vanished,  and  to  feel  that  no 
protestations,  no  appeals,  could  reach  his  heart; 
hardened,  as  it  would  be  in  that  hour,  against  the 
miserable  deceiver  who  had  usurped  its  tenderness 
and  betrayed  its  trust. 

After  an  hour  of  harassing  indecision  I  deter- 
mined to  consult  Henry,  and  sitting  down  at  a 
table  near  the  open  window,  I  wrote  to  him  the 
following  letter. 

"The  last  time  I  saw  you,  my  dear  Henry, 
you  gave  me  reason  to  hope  that  I  might  in  future 
consider  you  as  a  friend.  You  bade  me  open 
my  heart  to  you,  and  seek  your  aid  when  new 
difficulties  should  beset  my  path.  The  moment 
is  come  when  I  must  do  so,  and  if  you  will  not, 
if  you  cannot,  save  me,  nothing  can.  I  once  told 
you,  that  I  never  intended  to  marry  Edward; 
and,  believe  me  (you  know  I  have  ever  spoken 
the   truth   to   youy    Henry,   even   at  the   risk    of 


184  ELLEN    MIDDLETON. 

rousing  your  utmost  anger)  ;  believe  me,  when 
I  say  that  then,  and  even  as  late  as  twelve  hours 
ago,  such  a  resolution  was  the  steady  purpose 
of  my  soul.  An  involuntary,  spontaneous  ac- 
knowledgment of  affection,  which  escaped  me 
in  a  moment  of  imminent  peril  to  him,  incurred 
in  rescuing  me  from  a  similar  peril,  was  followed 
by  an  assumption  on  his  part,  that  our  marriage 
was  to  be  the  natural  result  of  such  a  confession. 
My  uncle  considered  it  in  the  same  light ;  and 
I  found  myself  involved  in  an  engagement,  which, 
in  cool  blood,  I  could  never  have  contracted. 
An  attack  of  illness,  resulting  from  the  events 
of  the  morning,  has  since  kept  Edward  in  a 
state  which  would  have  made  any  extraordinary 
emotion  dangerous  in  the  extreme.  Against  my 
will,  and  at  the  same  time,  impressing  this 
warning  upon  me,  my  aunt  took  me  to  him,  and 
in  terror  for  his  health,  with  outward  calmness, 
and   inward    shame   and   misgivings,  I   gave   the 
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promise,  which  must  lead  to  my  ruin,  unless  you 
can  save  me.  I  do  not  ask  your  aid,  Henry,  as 
a  girl  who  wishes  to  marry  her  lover,  and  frets 
at  the  obstacles  in  her  way.  No;  if  at  this 
moment  I  could  cancel  the  events  of  this  day, 
and  place  myself  again  in  the  position  in  which 
I  stood  yesterday,  I  would  do  so  ;  but,  as  it  is, 
on  either  side,  I  see  nothing  now  but  disgrace 
and  misery;  and  from  these  I  implore  you  to 
rescue  me.  I  do  not  know  how  far  you  have 
the  power  to  do  so.  I  cannot  help  thinking 
that  your  influence  with  that  terrible  woman 
must  be  great ;  hitherto  I  have  doubted  your 
willingness  to  exert  it  in  my  behalf;  but,  under 
the  circumstances  in  which  I  now  stand,  I  feel 
a  strong  confidence,  that  what  you  can  do  for  me, 
you  will  do.  I  have  obtained  from  Edward,  that 
our  engagement  shall  be  kept  a  secret  for  a  few 
days,  which  will  give  you  time  to  act  in  my  behalf, 
and    to    communicate   with    me   on   the   subject. 
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Obliged  to  conceal  the  torturing  anxiety  of  my 
soul  from  those  about  me,  miserable  in  the  midst 
of  what  ought  to  be  my  happiness,  I  feel  some 
comfort  in  speaking  openly  to  you,  and  in  looking 
to  you  for  aid,  for  consolation,  and  for  sympathy. 
You  know  my  sufferings  ;  t/ou  know  my  guilt  and 
my  innocence,  my  life's  deceit,  and  my  soul's 
truth.  You  will  pity  me;  i/ou  will  help  me; 
and,  in  this  hope,  I  make  my  appeal  to  you. 

«  E.  M." 

I  debated  some  time  with  myself,  as  to  the 
means  of  sending  this  letter  unobserved  and 
undetected.  After  a  few  minutes  of  anxious 
consideration,  I  recollected  that  Mrs.  Hatton  (the 
companion  of  my  journey  to  Dorsetshire  the 
year  before)  was  staying  with  her  sister,  the  wife 
of  a  surgeon,  in  London ;  and  it  occurred  to  me, 
that,  by  inclosing  it  to  her,  and  requesting  her 
to   put   it   herself  into   Henry's  hands,  I   should 
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attain  my  object,  and  expose  myself  to  no  risk 
of  discovery,  as  I  could  rely  upon  her  discretion, 
and  was  certain  that  she  would  put  only  the  most 
benevolent  construction  on  my  strange  request. 
I  accordingly  wrote  to  her  these  few  lines : — 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Hatton, 
"  As  you  are  the  kindest  person  in  the  world,  I 
am  sure  you  will  not  be  angry  with  me  for  giving 
you  a  little  trouble.  Do  me  the  kindness  to  take 
this  letter  yourself  to  Henry  Lovell,  and  give  it  into 
his  own  hands ;  and  do  not  mention  to  any  one  that 
I  have  entrusted  you  with  this  commission,  as  it 
would  defeat  my  purpose  if  it  was  known  that  1 
had  written  to  him,  or  heard  from  him,  in  reply. 
He  will  probably  entrust  you  with  his  answer  ;  and 
I  cannot  say  how  much  obliged  to  you  I  shall  be 
for  undertaking  this  little  commission. 

"  Yours,  dear  Mrs.  Hatton,  Very  truly, 

"  E.  M." 
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As  I  sealed  these  two  letters  and  directed  the 
cover  to  Mrs.  Hatton,  I  felt  that  for  the  first  time 
I  was  stooping  to  positive  artifice,  and  that,  too,  at 
the  very  moment  when  Edward's  words  were  still 
ringing  in  my  ears.  Disgusted  with  myself,  I 
threw  down  my  pen ;  and,  turning  my  flushed 
cheeks  and  aching  head  to  the  window,  I  tried  to 
catch  the  night  breeze,  which  was  gently  rustling 
among  the  leaves  of  the  Catalpas.  When  I  went 
to  sleep  that  night,  it  was  to  dream  over  and  over 
again  that  I  was  reading  Henry's  answer  to  my 
letter;  sometimes  it  was  such  as  to  drive  me  to 
despair ;  sometimes  it  exceeded  my  most  sanguine 
hopes;  each  time  that  I  awoke  I  glanced  at  the 
table  on  which  mine  was  lying  to  convince  myself 
that  nothing  real  had  hitherto  justified  these  alter- 
nations of  fear  and  hope — that  made  me  feel  in  the 
morning  as  if  I  had  gone  through  a  life  of  agita- 
tion, instead  of  a  few  hours  of  restless  sleep. 

When  my  maid  came   in  to  call  me  I  told  her 
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to  put  my  letter  into  the  post-bag,  and  sent  her  to 
inquire  how  Edward  had  passed  the  night.     The 
answer  which  she  brought  me  was,  that  the  fever 
still   continued   strong,    but   that    Mr.   Middleton 
seemed  calmer  and  more  composed  than  the  day 
before;  "more  comfortable  like,"  was  her  expression. 
I  dressed  myself  hastily,  and  finding  that  my 
aunt  was  not   yet  awake,  I  went  down  into  the 
garden,  and  walked  to  the  spot  where  my  fate  had 
been  sealed,  for  good  or  for  evil  I  knew  not  yet. 
As  1  looked  upon  the  bank  where  Edward  had 
placed  me  out  of  reach  of  so  appalling  a  danger — 
as  I  stood  again  on  that  spot  where  I  had  seen  his 
blood  on  the  ground — as  I  knelt  against  the  bench 
where  we  had  sat  together,  and  hastily  murmured 
over  the  form  of  prayer,  which  I  was  accustomed 
to  utter  more  as  a  sort  of  charm  than  as  a  direct 
address  to  God — I  felt  then  that  to  part  with  him 
would  be,  after  all,  the  worst  misfortune  that  could 
befall  me,   and  a  kind  of  fierce  resolution  came 
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over  me  to  struggle  to  the  last — to  marry  him  in 
spite  of  all  dangers  ;  and  even  the  devil  whispered 
to  me  at  that  moment  that  if  denounced  and 
accused  I  might  still  deny  the  charge ;  accuse  my 
accuser  in  her  turn ;  charge  her  with  having 
invented  a  calumnious  lie,  and  with  Henry's  aid 
(which  one  look,  one  kind  word,  from  me  could 
command)  ride  off  triumphantly,  and  defy  them 
all.  But  as  the  thought  passed  through  my  mind, 
I  shuddered  at  the  rapid  strides  I  was  making  in 
falsehood,  and  felt  a  horror  of  myself  which  I  can 
hardly  describe.  There  was  I,  kneeling  in  mock 
homage  before  God  (that  God  who  had  saved 
both  Edward  and  myself  from  a  fate  worse  than 
death),  while  bad  passions  were  raging  in  my  soul, 
and  thoughts  of  evil  working  in  my  mind. 

The  posture  of  prayer,  the  words  which  I  had 
mechanically  uttered,  brought  on  one  of  those 
sudden  and  unaccountable  revulsions  of  feeling 
which  sometimes  succeed   the  fiercest  assaults  of 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  191 

the  tempter,  as  if  our  guardian  angel  had  wrestled 
with  the  spirit  of  evil,  and  driven  him  away  for  the 
time.  I  remembered  her  to  whom  much  was  for- 
given because  she  had  loved  much ;  and  as  I  thought 
of  that  Saviour — that  man  of  sorrows  and  ac- 
quainted with  grief,  at  whose  feet  she  knelt — ay, 
even  while  seven  foul  fiends  were  struggling  in 
her  heart,  I  longed  to  kneel  before  Him  too  in 
deep  prostration  of  spirit,  and  lay  aU  my  sorrows, 
all  my  sins,  all  my  difficulties,  at  His  sacred  feet, 
bathing  them  as  she  did  with  tears,  and  wiping 
them  with  the  hairs  of  her  head.  Oh  !  if  in  that 
moment  of  emotion,  in  that  hour  of  penitence,  I 
could  have  gone  to  one  of  those,  who,  ministering 
at  God's  altar,  and  endowed  with  His  commission, 
have  authority  from  Him  to  pronounce  words  of 
pardon  in  His  name ;  if  the  fatal  barrier  which 
habit  and  prejudice  so  often  raise  between  the 
priest  of  God  and  the  erring  and  overburthened 
souls   committed  to  his  charge,   had  not   in   my 
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case  existed ;  if  from  his  lips  I  could  have  heard 
the  injunction  to  forsake  all  and  follow  Jesus,  and 
he  had  added,  "  Do  this  and  be  forgiven,"  it 
might  have  changed  my  fate.  But,  as  it  was,  my 
penitence  spent  itself  in  unavailing  tears,  and  my 
yearnings  towards  a  better  course  ended  in  the 
same  bewildering  and  oft  repeated  question,  which 
I  could  not,  dared  not,  answer  to  myself,  or  for 
myself;  "  Where  lies  the  path  of  duty  through 
the  intricate  maze  in  which  guilt,  misfortune,  and 
weakness  have  so  hopelessly  entangled  me  ?*"  Once 
more  I  rose  from  my  knees,  without  any  fixed  pur- 
pose, without  any  steady  resolution  ;  the  creature 
of  circumstance,  and  the  sport  of  events. 

As  I  was  walking  back  to  the  house,  I  met 
Mr.  Escourt,  who  joined  me,  much  to  my  annoy- 
ance. After  a  trifling  remark  or  two,  he,  appa- 
rently as  if  by  accident,  mentioned  Henry  Lovell ; 
I  answered  coldly,  but  was  conscious  that  I 
coloured;  more,  however,  from  the  recollection  of 
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the  part  which  he  himself  had  acted  towards  him 
than  from  any  other  reason.  He  fixed  his  scru- 
tinising eyes  upon  me,  and  evidently  remarked 
that  something  had  moved  me. 

"  He  is  married,  is  not  he,  and  to  a  very 
beautiful  woman  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Lovell  is  very  pretty/'' 

"  I  had  heard  of  his  marriage,"  he  continued, 
"  but  had  doubted  the  truth  of  the  report,  from 
seeing  him  so  constantly  about  in  the  world  unac- 
companied by  a  wife." 

He  looked  at  me  inquiringly ;  but  as  I  said 
nothing  in  answer,  he  went  on :  — 

"  I  met  them  walking  one  day ;  and  by  Jove, 
if  he  is  of  a  jealous  turn  of  mind,  he  does  well 
to  shut  her  up  !  A  more  beautiful  creature  I  never 
set  eyes  upon.     Is  she  clever  ? " 

This  was  one  of  those  trifling  questions 
which  it  is  particularly  disagreeable  to  answer, 
especially  when  put  by  a  person  with  whom  one 
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wishes  to  converse  as  little  as  possible.  Alice  was 
not  clever  according  to  the  common  acceptation  of 
the  word;  and  to  explain  to  a  hardened  man 
of  the  world  in  what  consisted  the  superiority  of 
her  understanding,  seemed  to  me  like  throwing 
pearls  before  swine ;  but  in  this  I  was  mistaken  ; 
for  when  I  answered,  "I  cannot  exactly  say 
whether  she  is  or  not,'**  he  immediately  replied, 

"  I  think  I  can  guess  at  your  meaning.  She 
has  no  doubt  a  mind  as  fair  as  her  face,  but  none 
of  the  tinsel  which  we  so  often  take  for  gold.  Is 
it  not  so  ? " 

I  nodded  assent,  and  he  continued— 

**  Is  she  a  saint,  that  she  thus  forswears  the 
pomps  and  vanities  of  this  world  ?" 

"  She  is  no  doubt,"  I  replied,  "one  of  those 
to  whom  the  world  is  in  the  habit  of  giving  the 
appellation  of  saints,  whatever  sense  impiety  on 
the  one  hand,  or  cant  on  the  other,  may  attach 
to  that  designation." 
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"  In  that  case,"  returned  Mr.  Escourt,  "  I  will 
e'en  take  her  for  my  patron  saint;  hang  up  her 
picture  in  my  room,  if  I  can  get  it ;  and  say,  like 
Romeo,  *  I'll  turn,  fair  saint,  idolater  to  thee.' " 

As  he  said  these  words,  I  gave  this  hateful  man 
a  look  of  mingled  scorn  and  disgust.  He  returned 
it  with  a  steady  gaze  of  insulting  pertinacity,  and 
said — 

"  Kill  me  not  with  a  look,  fair  lady  ;  for  though 
lovely  is  the  light  of  a  dark  eye  in  woman,  it  is 
also  wondrous  strong,  and  can  deal  wounds  which 
time  may  not  heal." 

"  It  speaks,"  I  replied,  "  what  time  cannot 
change,  nor  flattery  avert." 

"  Indeed,"  he  rejoined,  "  are  its  decrees  so 
unchangeable  ?  " 

After  a  pause  he  continued — 

"  Mr.   Lovell  is  an  excellent  husband,  is  not 
he  ?  and  amiable  in  all  the  relations  of  life  ?     He 
is   your   uncle   by   marriage,    I   believe?      It   is 
k2 
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touching   to    see    his    devotion   to    you   in    that 
character-'^ 

The  calm  insolence  with  which  this  was  said 
stung  me  to  the  quick,  and  I  answered  with 
vehemence  — 

"  He  is  at  least  neither  a  liar  nor  a  hypocrite ; 
and  it  would  have  been  well  for  him  had  he  never 
fallen  in  with  either." 

Not  a  muscle  of  Mr.  Escourt's  face  moved ; 
and,  with  a  bland  smile,  he  said — 

"  Your  remark  is  just,  fair  depositary  of  your 
adopted  uncle's  secrets.  Your  descriptions  of 
character  are  admirable,  refined  in  their  concep- 
tion, and  bold  in  their  execution — very  bold 
indeed.  This  last  specimen  shall  remain  engraved 
in  my  memory.     It  fully  deserves  it." 

We  had  now  reached  the  house  ;  and  I  entered 
it  with  the  consciousness,  that,  in  addition  to  my 
other  difficulties  and  dangers,  I  had  made  myself 
that  morning  a  deadly  enemy. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


"  Do  you  not  fear,  I  will  stand  between  yoii  and  danger." 

Shakspeare. 


The  tedious  hours  of  the  two  next  days  dragged 
on  their  weary  length  through  the  ordinary  course 
of  meals,  walks,  idle  occupation,  and  unprofitable 
talk.  Everything  jarred  upon  my  nerves  and 
irritated  my  temper  during  this  trying  time  of 
suspense.  Edward's  fever  still  continued,  and 
though  there  was  nothing  positively  alarming  in 
it,  yet  it  kept  us  in  a  state  of  anxiety.  He  was 
not  allowed  to  get  up,  and  I  did  not  see  him  ; 
but  almost  all  my  time  was  spent  in  watching 
for  Mrs.  Middleton,  who  was  indefatigable  in  her 
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attention  to  him,  and  who,  from  hour  to  hour, 
brought  me  messages  from  him,  and  accounts  of 
the  various  fluctuations  in  his  state.  When  I 
went  into  the  drawing-room,  Rosa's  liveliness, 
Mr.  Escourt's  mute  attitude  of  defiance,  Mr. 
Manby'^s  tediousness,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moore's 
over-solicitude  about  everything,  in  turns  worried 
and  bored  me. 

At  the  end  of  the  second  day,  as  the  time  drew 
near  when  I  might  expect  to  receive  Henry's 
answer,  this  feverish  impatience  increased  to  such 
a  degree  that  I  could  hardly  bear  to  be  spoken  to, 
or  noticed  in  any  way.  Each  time  the  house-bell 
rang  I  gave  a  start  and  a  rapid  glance  towards 
the  door ;  and  each  time  a  servant  came  in,  my 
heart  beat  with  intense  excitement,  which  each 
time  subsided  into  that  moody  heaviness  which 
disappointment  brings  on.  On  the  third  evening 
since  the  one  I  had  spent  with  Edward,  I  was 
allowed  to  go  to  him  for  a  few  minutes;  he  was 
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much  better,  but  forbidden  to  exert  himself.  I 
found  him  pale  but  very  calm  ;  he  seemed  touched 
with  the  alteration  in  my  countenance,  and  im- 
plored me  not  to  worry  myself,  assuring  me  that 
he  now  felt  almost  quite  well,  and  the  day  after 
to-morrow  he  hoped  we  should  all  return  to 
London,  announce  our  marriage,  and  begin  all 
the  preparations  for  its  celebration.  This  assur- 
ance drove  me  almost  frantic,  for  if,  during  the 
next  twenty-four  hours,  I  did  not  hear  from 
Henry,  such  a  proceeding  was  like  plunging  blind- 
fold down  a  precipice.  The  only  resource  I  could 
think  of  was  to  persuade  Mr.  Middleton  to  go 
to  London  ourselves  on  the  next  day,  and  as  it 
would  be  natural  that  after  this  week's  absence 
I  should  visit  Alice,  thus  to  contrive  to  speak  to 
Henry.  When  I  went  back  into  the  drawing- 
room  I  was  assailed  by  pressing  entreaties  to  sing ; 
and  Mr.  Middleton^'s  "  Come,  Ellen,  nonsense !" 
rendered  all  excuses  or  refusals  on  ray  part  quite 
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unavailing.  I  went  to  the  pianoforte,  envying  the 
woman  who  said  to  the  King  of  Prussia,  when 
he  had  put  her  in  prison  for  breach  of  engagement, 
"  You  can  make  me  cry,  but  you  can't  make 
me  sing ;  "  for  I  was  assuredly  made  to  sing,  while 
my  heart  was  quivering  with  anxiety,  and  my 
mind  haunted  with  fears,  which  would  have  made 
solitude  and  tears  bhss,  in  comparison  to  what 
I  had  to  go  through.  I  had  just  begun,  at  Rosa's 
request,  a  French  romance,  in  fourteen  stanzas, 
when  the  door  opened  and  a  servant  walked  in 
with  a  letter  in  his  hand,  which  he  put  down  on 
a  little  table  where  I  had  laid  my  work.  To  this 
letter  my  eyes  and  all  my  thoughts  were  directed  ; 
but  the  excess  of  impatience  made  me  afraid  of 
interrupting  myself  and  asking  for  it.  I  sang 
on,  and  each  time  that  I  attempted  to  skip  a 
verse  and  arrive  at  the  conclusion,  Mr.  Manby, 
civilly  and  assiduously,  reminded  me  of  the 
omission.      At    last    1  arrived   at  the  fourteenth 
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Stanza,  and  then  positively  refusing  to  sing  any 
more,  I  gave  up  my  place  to  Rosa.  At  that 
moment  Mr.  Middleton,  who  was  walking  up 
and  down  the  room,  went  up  to  the  table  where 
my  letter  was  laid,  took  it  up,  looked  at  the 
seal,  then  at  the  handwriting;  after  turning  it 
on  all  sides  for  a  minute  or  two,  while  I  stood 
by  straining  every  nerve  to  appear  indifferent,  he 
held  it  out  to  me  and  said,  "  Who  on  earth  can 
this  be  from,  Ellen?" 

I  took  it  and  glanced  at  the  direction — "  From 
Mrs.  Hatton,"  I  said ;  and  slipping  it  carelessly 
into  the  inside  of  my  gown,  I  sat  on  and  worked  in 
silence,  listening  to  the  singing  till  I  could  find 
an  opportunity  of  leaving  the  room  unobserved. 
I  flew  rather  than  walked  to  mine,  locked  the 
door,  and  tearing  open  the  letter  read  the  enclosure 
it  contained  with  that  breathless  eagerness  which 
makes  us  feel  as  if  our  eyes  were  too  slow  in 
conveying  the  sense  to  our  minds. 
k3 
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HENRY'S  LETTER. 

"  I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  to  you  the  state 
of  mind  into  which  your  letter  threw  me.  It  was 
no  doubt  carefully  worded,  and  I  give  you  credit 
for  the  pains  which  you  evidently  took  not  to 
wound  my  feelings.  You  have  at  last  learnt  to 
know  the  nature  you  have  to  deal  with,  and  you 
have  not,  perhaps,  bought  that  knowledge  too 
dearly,  by  all  you  have  suffered  at  my  hands. 
Your  power  over  me  is  a  strange  one:  when  I 
submit  to  it,  I  despise  myself ;  when  I  resist  it,  I 
hate  myself.  I  can  never  now  be  happy  by  you, 
or  without  you ;  and  in  the  wreck  of  all  that  once 
was  happiness,  I  cling  to  some  unsubstantial 
shadows,  which,  when  I  grasp  them,  only  mock 
my  utter  desolation.  Such  are  those  held  out  by 
the  last  lines  of  your  letter.  You  never  wrote 
truer  or  more  artful  words;  true  as  the  arrow 
which  strikes  to  the  heart — artful  as  the  skill  of 
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the  archer  who  aims  it.  You  are  right — I  alone 
know  you  ;  I  alone  can  read  every  turn  of  your 
countenance,  every  emotion  of  your  soul.  I  know 
*  your  eye's  quick  flash  through  its  troubled 
shroud/  I  see  the  dark  shade  that  passes  over 
your  spirit,  the  clouds  which  sweep  over  your 
soul,  rising  in  anger,  and  melting  into  tenderness. 
I  alone  know  the  secret  of  your  wild  beauty,  of 
your  fierce  humility,  of  your  transient  joys,  and  of 
your  lasting  sorrows.  This  knowledge,  this  power 
is  mine,  Ellen,  and  shall  be  mine  to  the  last  day  of 
our  lives ;  and  as  long  as  your  eyes  shall  meet 
mine,  as  long  as  your  hand  shall  press  mine,  in 
the  spirit  which  dictated  those  lines  of  your  letter, 
I  shall  not  be  utterly  miserable,  or  altogether 
without  consolation.  I  shall  have  one  share  in 
your  soul  which  not  even  Edward  can  rob  me  of. 
And  now  what  shall  I  say  ?  You  foresee  it,  do  you 
not  ?  Your  cheek  is  flushed  with  joy,  and  your 
breast  heaves  with  triumph.     Go,  then,  and  pro- 
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claim  your  marriage.  Marry  Edward  ;  and  when 
the  priest  says  at  the  altar,  '  Who  gives  this 
woman  to  be  married  to  this  man  ?  '  think  of  him 
who,  '  loving  you  not  wisely,  but  too  well,'  at  the 
price  of  his  own  jealous  tortures,  of  his  pride,  and 
of  his  conscience,  opened  the  way  before  you. 
At  the  price  of  my  conscience  I  have  done  this ; 
and  now  listen  to  me,  Ellen, — I  will  tell  you  how. 
After  I  had  received  your  letter,  and  reflected  on 
its  contents,  till  anxiety  for  you  and  for  your 
happiness  superseded  every  selfish  thought  which 
passion  and  jealousy  awoke,  I  went  to  Bromley, 
where  Mrs.  Tracy  took  up  her  abode  again  a  few 
months  ago.  I  had  hardly  had  any  communication 
with  her  since  my  marriage  ;  and  our  meeting,  as 
you  may  well  imagine,  was  anything  but  cordial. 
When  I  opened  to  her  the  subject  of  my  visit,  she 
gave  way  to  a  burst  of  anger,  in  which  she  vented 
the  long-compressed  violence,  jealousy,  and  hatred 
of  her  soul.     I  shudder   when  I  think  how  often 
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you  have  been  on  the  brink  of  what  we  most 
have  dreaded;  twice  she  had  written  to  Mr. 
Middleton,  and  only  kept  back  her  letters  at  the 
very  moment  of  putting  them  into  the  post.  She 
has  kept  up,  by  means  of  her  relations,  and  of  her 
relations'  friends,  a  constant  system  of  espionage 
upon  me,  and  had  been  worked  up  into  a^state  of 
violent  irritation,  by  exaggerated  reports  of  my 
neglect  of  Alice,  and  of  my  devotion  to  you.  Far 
from  listening  to  me,  or  giving  me  the  least  hope 
that  she  would  yield  to  my  entreaties,  she  pro- 
nounced the  most  vehement  denunciations  against 
you,  and  vowed  that  nothing  now  should  prevent 
her  from  exposing  you — the  murderer  of  Julia,  the 
hateful  rival  of  Alice.  Forgive  me,  dearest  Ellen, 
that  my  hand  can  write  such  horrible  words ;  but 
it  is  necessary  that  you  should  know  what  that 
terrible  woman,  as  you  rightly  call  her,  is  capable 
of  saying  and  of  doing,  and  also  to  account  for  the 
line  of  conduct  which  I  took  in  consequence.     I 
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suddenly  changed  my  tone,  and  said  to  her  in  the 
coldest  and  most  determined  manner,  *  Very  well ; 
I  leave  you  to  write  your  letter — to  ruin  the  whole 
existence  of  a  person  whom  I  declare  to  you  is  as 
innocent  as  yourself  of  the  crime  which  you  impute 
to  her, — to  throw  into  agitation  and  despair  my 
sister,  whom  you  profess  to  love, — and  to  break 
your  promise  to  me  in  the  most  shameful  manner. 
But  mark  me  !  while  you  do  this,  /  go  home  also, 
to  break  a  promise  not  more  sacred  than  yours, — 
to  reveal  to  Alice,  from  beginning  to  end,  the  whole 
history  of  our  engagement,  and  of  our  marriage ; 
to  tell  her  that  you  have  unjustly  accused  Ellen 
Middleton  of  murder,  and  irretrievably  ruined  and 
destroyed  her  happiness ;  to  tell  her  that  I  once 
loved  Ellen  Middleton,  that  I  love  her  still,  and 
that  if  such  is  to  be  her  fate,  mine  shall  be  to  leave 
England  to-morrow^  alone,  and  for  ever,' 

"  It  was  frightful  to  see  the  look  of  rage  that 
convulsed  the  features  of  that  intractable  woman 
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as  I  pronounced  these  words.  She  absolutely 
writhed  with  anger,  and  it  was  deadly  anger,  for 
her  cheek  was  pale  and  her  lips  white.  She  gasped 
for  breath,  and  then  murmured  :  '  Villain  !  she  is 
with  child.' 

"  God  forgive  me,  I  was  indeed  a  villain  !  For, 
although  not  even  to  save  you  would  I  have 
endangered  Alice''s  safety,  yet  my  first  thought 
was  of  the  new  power  which  this  circumstance  gave 
me  over  her  fierce  grandmother;  and,  without 
giving  a  sign  of  emotion,  I  begged  to  know  her 
final  decision. 

"  Then  began  a  fearful  contest  between  us ;  one 
of  those  struggles  on  which  more  than  life  is 
staked.  I  conquered  at  last,  and  that  indomitable 
will  was  forced  to  bend  before  mine.  You  are 
safe,  as  long  as  Alice  remains  in  ignorance  of  the 
dark  parts  of  our  histories ;  as  long  as  I  live  with 
her,  and  by  kindness  and  respect  ensure  her  com- 
fort and  peace  of  mind,  so  long  will  her  grand- 
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mother  adhere  to  the  promise,  which  she  has 
renewed  on  these  conditions.  But  you  must  help 
me  to  fulfil  them,  Ellen.  You  must  not  leave  me 
to  myself,  for  then  my  strength  would  fail  me. 
It  must  be  under  your  eyes,  and  in  constant  asso- 
ciation with  you,  that  I  must  learn  to  treat  Alice 
as  I  now  feel  myself  bound  to  treat  her.  One  of 
the  principal  complaints  which  her  grandmother 
made,  was  of  the  seclusion  in  which  she  lived ;  and 
on  this  point  I  must  give  way,  though,  as  I  once 
said  to  you,  I  tremble  for  the  consequences ;  but 
you  must  be  near  us — with  us.  Though  scarcely 
older  than  her,  you  know  where  the  dangers  of 
the  world  lie,  and  you  will  watch  over  one  who, 
in  her  childish  ignorance,  stands  like  a  guardian 
angel  between  you  and  your  persecutor.  There 
is  something  sacred  in  the  feeling  with  which  we 
must  both  regard  and  cherish  her.  I  look  at  her 
now  with  emotion,  as  the  mother  of  my  child.  I 
bless  her  in  my  heart  for  having  saved  you  from 
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misery  and  exposure.  If  you  will  allow  no  com- 
mon prejudices,  no  vulgar  scruples,  to  stand  in 
the  way  of  the  good  you  may  effect,  then,  Ellen, 
there  may  be  better  days  in  store  for  us  all. 

"  Remember  to  announce  your  marriage  in  form 
to  us,  as  soon  as  it  is  declared;  and  remember 
also,  that  I  will  be  guarded,  prudent,  and  consi- 
derate, as  long  as  you  show  me  unlimited  con- 
fidence. I  cannot  answer  for  myself  if  caprice, 
or  unjust  apprehensions,  should  estrange  you  from 
me. 

"  Once  more,  farewell, 

"  And  God  bless  you  ! 
"  Your  devoted 

"  Henry  Lovell.*" 

This  letter  dropt  from  my  hands  as  I  read  the 
last  words,  and  a  tumultuous  rush  of  feelings 
made  my  heart  throb  with  indefinable  emotion. 
In  my  most  sanguine  moments  I  had  not  perhaps 
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anticipated  so  favourable  an  answer,  nor  hoped 
that  Henry  would  have  exerted  himself  so  earnestly 
in  my  behalf;  and  yet  I  felt  more  afraid  of  him 
and  of  his  power  than  ever,  as  I  saw  his  determi- 
nation in  some  manner  or  other  to  link  his  fate 
with  mine,  and  to  make  his  conduct  to  me  to 
depend  upon  mine  to  him.  There  was  something 
fearful  in  the  conditions,  in  the  frail  tenure  under 
which  alone  I  was  to  escape  the  threatened  ven- 
geance of  Mrs.  Tracy.  There  was  something 
horribly  humiliating  in  the  terms  (however  veiled 
in  plausible  language)  which  Henry  was  evidently 
prescribing  to  me  as  the  price  of  his  protection. 
I  was  never  a  self-deceiver,  and  I  saw  clearly 
through  the  shallow  pretence  of  better  hopes  for 
the  future — of  kindness  to  Alice — of  help  to 
pursue  the  better  course — his  unswerving  deter- 
mination never  to  give  up  those  habits  of  intimacy, 
which  would  give  full  scope  for  the  exercise  of 
his   secret   power.     I   did   not   charge   him   with 
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hypocrisy,  nor  with  malice;  no,  he  was  only 
selfish,  selfish  to  the  very  heart's  core.  I  read  his 
letter  again,  and  when  he  bade  me  think  of  him, 
even  at  the  altar,  even  when  pledging  my  faith  to 
Edward,  I  murmured  to  myself,  "  Ever  between 
him  and  me,  in  thought  if  not  in  deed  ;  ever  with 
thy  smooth  tongue,  thy  determination  strong  as 
iron,  and  thy  character  pliant  as  steel;  ever 
claiming  thy  share  in  my  heart,  and  thy  place  in 
my  thoughts;  ever  toiling  for  thine  own  ends, 
and  hinting  at  revenge,  even  while  boasting  of  thy 
love,  and  of  the  sacrifices  it  makes." 

As  this  mental  accusation  passed  through  my 
mind,  I  felt  its  harshness,  its  ingratitude,  and 
as  usual,  having  begun  by  condemning  him, 
I  ended  by  hating  myself.  I  could  not  but 
acknowledge  that  all  he  said  of  Alice  was  touching 
and  true,  and  I  religiously  resolved  to  undertake 
the  part  he  pointed  out  to  me  in  the  spirit  of 
expiation,  and  while  in  one  sense,  I  gave  her  my 
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weak  and  unworthy  support,  on  the  other  to  cling 
to  her,  as  to  my  refuge  and  my  shield,  from  a 
love  and  from  a  hatred  which  made  me  equally 
tremble.  The  self-reproach  which  had  imme- 
diately followed  my  harsh  condemnation  of  Henry, 
at  the  very  moment  when  he  had  made  a  great 
sacrifice  in  my  behalf,  however  incomplete  its 
generosity  might  have  been,  brought  on  as  usual 
a  reaction,  and  something  of  tenderness  stole  into 
my  heart  at  the  thought  of  so  deep,  so  unconquer- 
able an  attachment  as  his.  In  Henry  there  always 
seemed  to  me  to  be  two  different  natures,  one 
harsh,  selfish,  sneering  and  heartless,  the  other 
tender  almost  as  a  woman''s  is  tender,  and  gentle 
even  to  a  fault.  Notwithstanding  all  that  I  so 
often  suffered  from  the  first,  I  could  not  help 
being  at  times  strangely  subdued  and  touched 
by  the  last.  His  letter,  too,  like  himself, 
appeared  to  have  a  two-fold  character,  and 
as  I  considered  it  under   each  in  turn,  my  heart 
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was   alternately    softened    and    hardened  towards 
the  writer. 

Soon  I  experienced  one  of  those  changes  of 
mood,  one  of  those  abrupt  transitions  of  feeling, 
which  seem  to  transform  us  for  the  time  into  a 
different  sort  of  being  from  that  with  which  we 
are  usually  conscious  of  identity.  A  kind  of 
feverish  determination  to  be  happy  took  possession 
of  me,  a  careless  disregard  of  the  future,  a  sort  of 
impassioned  levity,  of  reckless  childishness.  I 
walked  up  and  down  my  room  with  restless 
excitement ;  I  longed  now  to  return  to  London, 
to  have  my  marriage  declared,  to  be  congratulated, 
to  be  talked  to,  to  enter  on  a  new  state  of  things, 
and  efface  as  much  as  possible,  from  my  life  and 
from  my  mind,  the  traces  of  the  past. 

When  the  next  morning  I  got  up  and  dressed, 
threw  open  my  window,  looked  upon  the  bright 
summer  sky,  and  saw  Edward  standing  on  the 
gravel   walk   before   the   house,    my    heart    beat 
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with  that  hurried  pulse  of  joy,  that  tumult  of 
emotion  which  drowns  all  thought  and  all  care, 
as  a  whirlpool  sucks  in  the  straws  that  float 
near  it. 

Edward  beckoned  to  me  to  join  him  ;  he  received 
me  with  a  smile  of  tenderness,  and,  pushing  back 
the  curls  from  my  face,  whispered,  "  My  dark- 
eyed  Ellen ! ""  His  words  of  love  sunk  into  my 
heart,  like  the  rain  of  Heaven  on  the  scorched 
and  burning  sands  of  the  desert,  as  I  gave  utter- 
ance to  the  long-subdued  and  deeply-tried  passion 
of  my  soul,  prostrate  in  spirit  before  him,  living 
in  the  light  of  his  eyes,  and  almost  longing  to  die 
in  his  presence,  and  by  his  hand,  ere  aught  in 
earth,  or  in  Heaven,  should  divide  us.  The 
wilful,  terrified  abstraction,  that  made  me  repulse 
every  thought  connected  with  the  future,  and 
cling  with  frantic  intensity  to  my  happiness  while 
it  lasted,  gave  it  a  character  difficult  to  describe ; 
and  Edward,  in  the  very  height  of  his  love,  and 
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while  carried  out  of  himself  by  its  resistless 
influence,  would  sometimes  ask  me,  why  there  was 
no  peace  in  my  happiness,  no  repose  in  my  love  ; — 
why,  when  his  hand  held  mine,  and  my  head 
was  resting  on  his  shoulder,  I  sometimes  mur- 
mured in  a  tone  of  thrilling  and  passionate  emotion, 
"  Let  me  die  herer 

"  Ask  not,"  I  would  then  reply.  "  Ask  not  why 
some  flowers  shut  their  leaves  beneath  the  full 
blaze  of  the  sun.  Ask  not  why  the  walls  of  the 
Abbey  Church  tremble,  as  the  full  peal  of  the 
organ  vibrates  through  the  aisles.  Ask  not  why 
the  majesty  of  a  starry  night  makes  me  weep,  or 
why  the  intensity  of  bliss  makes  me  shudder." 

"But  1  love  you,  my  Ellen,"  Edward  would 
answer,  "  I,  too,  love  you  with  all  the  powers  of 
my  soul.  My  happiness  is  intense  as  yours ;  and 
yet,  in  the  very  excess  of  both,  there  is  trust  and 
peace." 

"  Because,"  I  replied,  "  because  no  two  charac- 
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ters  were  ever  more  dissimilar  than  ours.  A  calm 
and  mighty  river  is  not  more  unlike  the  torrent 
which  swells  with  the  rain,  and  ebbs  the  next  day, 
than  your  nature  is  to  mine.  Do  not  try  to 
understand  me,  Edward :  I  say  it  in  the  deepest 
humility,  you  cannot  fathom  the  folly  and  the 
weakness  of  my  soul;  but  thus  much  you  may 
believe,  that  as  the  mountain  stream,  chafe  and 
foam  as  it  may,  has  but  one  object  and  one  end, 
so,  the  varied  impulses  and  the  restless  fluctua- 
tions of  my  uneasy  spirit,  tend  but  to  one  result — 
its  unlimited  love,  its  boundless  devotion,  to  you." 

Edward  always  seemed  touched  by  the  expres- 
sion of  my  ardent  affection,  and  responded  to  it  in 
the  tenderest  and  kindest  manner ;  but  it  did  not 
always  efface  from  his  countenance  something  of 
perplexity  and  regret,  which  the  inequality  of  my 
spirits,  and  of  my  temper,  raised  in  his  mind. 

Before  we  left  Hampstead,  Mrs.  Middleton  told 
the  Moores  of  my  engagement ;    and  Rosa,   who 
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had  for  some  days  past  guessed  at  the  state  of 
things,  wished  me  joy,  with  the  greatest  warmth 
and  animation;  but  she  unconsciously  threw  a 
bitter  ingredient  into  her  congratulations,  by 
adding  to  them  with  a  smile,  "  It  is  strange  how 
disobedient  you  have  ventured  to  be  to  the  invisible 
men  of  Brandon.  I  hope  you  do  not  reckon  on 
being  punished,  as  well  as  threatened,  by  proxy  ?'' 
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"  Too  high,  too  grave,  too  large,  too  deep. 
Her  love  could  neither  laugh  nor  sleep, 
And  thus  it  tired  him  :  his  desire 
Was  for  a  less  consuming  fire. 
He  -wished  that  she  should  love  him  well, 
Not  wildly;  wished  her  passion's  spell 
To  charm  her  heart,  but  leave  her  fancy  free  ; 
To  quicken  converse,  not  to  quell. 

He  granted  her  to  sigh,  for  so  could  he  ; 
But  when  she  wept,  why  should  it  be  ? 
'Twas  irksome,  for  it  stole  away 
The  joy  of  his  love  holiday." 

Philip  van  Artevelde. 


During  our  drive  to  London,  Edward  asked 
Mr.  Middleton  how  long  he  intended  to  remain  in 
town,  and  where  he  meant  our  marriage  to  take 
place. 

"  Why  that   must  depend  on  you  both,"   said 
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my  uncle.     "  What  do  you  say  to  being  married 
atElmsley?" 

The  proposal  struck  me   so  painfully,    that    I 
looked  at  Edward  with  the  anxious  wish  that  he 
might  make  some  objection  to  it,  though  I  could 
scarcely  hope  so.      As  I  feared,   he  only  turned 
to  me,  and  asked  what  my  wishes  were;    before 
I  could  answer,  however,  Mrs.  Middleton  said,  that 
considering  all  that  was  to  be  done  about  getting 
my  trousseau,  and  making  various  preparations  for 
the  wedding,   she  thought  it  would  be  better  to 
remain  in  London.    Edward  then  added  that  it 
would   be   his  interest  to  keep  us   there,  as   the 
settlements  would    often  require   his  presence  in 
town,   but   that   we  might   go  to   Elmsley  to  be 
married,  if  my  uncle  wished  it.     To  my  inexpres- 
sible relief,  Mrs.  Middleton   again  objected ;  and 
urged,  that  as    my  uncle   and   herself  would   go 
abroad  soon  after  my  marriage,  it  was  useless  to 
add  a  journey  to  Elmsley,  and  back  again,  to  the 
L  2 
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one  they  would  subsequently  undertake.  I  looked 
at  my  aunt  with  surprise,  but  she  made  me  a  sign 
not  to  pursue  the  subject  any  further  for  the 
present.  I  gladly  acquiesced ;  but  the  idea  of  this 
journey  abroad  weighed  on  my  spirits,  and  made 
me  silent  during  the  rest  of  our  drive. 

As  we  came  into  London,  and  arrived  in  Brook- 
street,  it  seemed  to  me  that  months  instead  of  days 
had  elapsed  since  I  had  left  it ;  and  when  I  entered 
the  drawing-room,  1  sat  down  on  a  chair  near  the 
window,  and  leaning  my  head  on  my  hand,  I  tried 
to  realise  to  myself  all  that  had  occurred  during 
the  last  eventful  week.  The  busy  tide  of  life  was 
at  its  height  in  the  streets,  the  noise  was  stunning, 
and  the  air  close  and  disagreeable,  after  what  we 
had  been  used  to  at  Hampstead.  Nobody  had 
followed  me  into  the  drawing-room,  and  I  sat  there 
for  an  hour  or  two  absorbed  in  thought,  and 
reviewing  in  my  mind  the  principal  events  of  my 
past  life.     One  by  one  they  passed  before  me ;  my 
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aunt's  first  arrival  at  Elmsley,  the  day  of  Julia's 
birth,  when  I  was  called  from  my  drawing-lesson 
to  come  and  kiss  my  little  cousin  in  her  cradle ; 
the  happy  time  of  childhood  and  of  early  youth  ; 
my  hours  of  study  with  Mrs.  Middleton;  my  walks 
and  rides  through  the  beautiful  scenery  that  sur- 
rounds Elmsley,  sometimes  with  Edward  and 
with  Henry,  or  only  with  old  James  behind  me ; 
my  favourite  chesnut  wood,  where  I  used  to 
throw  the  bridle  over  Selim's  neck,  and  leave  him 
to  follow  his  own  fancy,  unguided  and  unchecked, 
through  the  winding  paths  and  bushy  dells ;  the 
sound  of  his  hoofs  on  the  crushed  leaves,  and  the 
murmur  of  the  little  waterfall,  were  in  my  ears,  as 
when  I  took  Edward  there  on  my  fourteenth 
birth-day,  and  as  we  were  coming  home,  after 
much  hesitation,  and  with  a  beating  heart,  asked 
him  if  I  might  take  care  of  his  Newfoundland 
dog,  Hector,  when  he  went  back  to  town;  and 
I  did  not  remember  the  events  of  the  last  week 
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more  distinctly  than  I  did  his  nod  of  acquiescence, 
and  the  gush  of  delight  with  which  I  received 
that  permission. 

Then  came  in  succession  the  recollections  of 
Julia's  illness — of  her  recovery — of  her  death  ;  of 
the  acute  and  then  protracted  anguish  that  followed 
it ;  of  the  delirious  agony  that  seized  me  on  the 
day  of  her  funeral.  I  lived  over  again  the  time 
of  Edward's  departure,  the  feverish  dream  of 
excitement  which  followed  it ;  I  visited  again  in 
fancy  the  cottage  at  Bridman,  and  the  cavern  at 
the  sea-side  in  Dorsetshire.  I  thought  of  the 
day  of  Edward's  return  to  Elmsley,  and  of 
the  Ash -Wednesday  service  in  the  village 
church  —  that  same  church  where  Julia  was 
buried,  and  where  Edward's  lips  had  said 
Amen!  to  the  curse  which  had  seemed  to  light 
on  my  guilty  and  shrinking  head;  and  there 
they  had  proposed  that  I  should  be  married  to 
him  ! — there^    in    sight    of    the  vault    where    she 
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lay !  within  the  walls  which  had  rung  with  that 
curse ! 

"  O,  no — no,"  I  exclaimed;  "not  at  Elmsley — 
not  at  Elmsley!" 

A  hand  was  gently  laid  on  my  shoulder,  and 
Edward  said — 

«  Why  not  at  Elmsley?" 

As  I  turned  suddenly  towards  him,  and  then 
away  from  him,  to  hide  the  tears  which  were 
streaming  down  my  cheeks,  he  said,  coldly — 

"  Are  you  weeping  now  over  the  excess  of  your 
happiness  ?  " 

I  did  not  answer  immediately,  for  in  truth  I 
could  not ;  and,  taking  a  book,  Edward  walked 
away,  and  sat  down  by  the  chimney.  Other 
people  came  in — I  had  to  dress  for  dinner,  and 
it  was  not  till  late  in  the  evening  that,  by  alluding 
artfully,  though  not  altogether  untruly,  to  the 
pain  with  which  I  had  heard  of  my  aunt's  pro- 
bable departure  from  England  (for  it  had,  indeed, 
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been  the  original  cause  of  my  deep  depression),  I 
succeeded  in  removing  the  tacit  displeasure  which 
had  obscured  Edward's  countenance. 

I  had  rather  expected  that  Henry  would  call 
in  Brook-street  that  evening,  but  he  did  not. 

The  next  day,  while  I  was  dressing,  Mrs. 
Hatton  asked  to  see  me.  I  was  anxious  to  know 
what  construction  she  had  put  on  the  commission 
I  had  intrusted  to  her;  and  I  hardly  knew  how 
to  treat  it  myself,  for  if  I  allowed  her  to  suppose 
that  there  was  nothing  but  a  trifle  in  question, 
she  might,  at  some  future  time,  allude  to  it  with- 
out any  scruple. 

After  she  had  sat  down  for  a  few  minutes,  and 
answered  my  inquiries  about  her  numerous 
nephews  and  neices,  to  whom  she  was  the  most 
beloved,  the  most  tyrannised  over,  and  the  hap- 
piest of  aunts,  she  said  with  a  smile,  "  I  hope  you 
got  the  letter  in  time,  dear  Miss  Middleton  ?  " 

''  Quite  in  time,"  I  answered,  colouring  in  spite 
of  myself. 
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"  I  thought  you  would,"  she  rejoined,  "  for  I 
had  calculated  that  Tuesday  being  the  5th  of 
July,  there  would  be  plenty  of  time  to  write  again 
and  get  an  answer  before  the  9th,  in  case  the 
patterns  did  not  suit  you.  T  remember  so  well, 
in  old  times,  we  used  always  to  have  little  con- 
trivances about  Mrs.  Middleton's  birth-day." 

This  was  exactly  what  I  had  feared.  Henry 
had  made  up  some  story  connected  with  his  sister's 
birth-day,  to  account  for  our  secret  correspond- 
ence ;  or  else  she  had  taken  up  this  idea  from  her 
own  suppositions;  and  now,  there  was  no  reason 
why  she  should  not,  when  the  day  was  past, 
inquire  after  the  result  of  what  had  been  settled 
between  us  before  any  one  who  might  happen  to 
be  present.  I  therefore  resolved  to  tell  her  as 
much  of  the  truth  as  I  could  venture  to  do ;  and, 
taking  her  hand  in  mine,  I  said,  "My  dear 
Mrs.  Hatton,  either  Henry,  with  very  good  inten- 
tions, has  deceived  you  on  the  subject,  or  your 
l3 
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own  suppositions  have  misled  you.  The  letter 
which  I  wrote  to  him,  and  the  answer  which  he 
sent  me,  related  to  something  of  the  greatest 
importance,  in  which  the  welfare  and  the  happi- 
ness of  more  than  one  person  are  closely  involved  : 
both  would  be  endangered  if  the  most  absolute 
secrecy  was  not  observed  by  you,  as  well  as  by 
us,  as  to  this  correspondence  between  Henry  and 
myself.     If  I  felt  justified  in  doing  so,  I   would 

explain  to  you " 

"  Don't,  my  dear,  don't ;  I  had  rather  not  have 
it  explained ;  I  had  rather  not  hear  a  secret," 
cried  Mrs.  Hatton.  "  I  never  liked  them ;  it  is 
much  pleasanter  not  to  know  things  which  concern 
other  people ;  but  you  may  be  sure  I  shall  never 
breathe  a  svllable  to  any  one  about  the  letters. 
I  only  hope,  my  darling  Miss  Ellen,  that  you  will 
always  be  as  happy  as  you  ought  to  be,  so  good 
as  you  are,  and  always  trying  to  do  good  to  people, 
and  to  be  of  use.     God  bless  your  sweet  face  ! " 
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My  heart  smote  me  at  the  praises  of  this  excel- 
lent woman;  and  I  answered  with  a  deep  sigh, 
"  My  fate  is  a  far  happier  one  than  I  deserve,  or 
ever  can  deserve,  dear  Mrs.  Hatton;  for  I  am 
engaged  to  Edward  Middleton,  and  am  to  be 
married  to  him  in  a  fortnight." 

"  WeU,  my  dear  Miss  Ellen,  I  do  wish  you  joy, 
with  all  my  heart ! ""  (and  what  a  heart  it  was ; 
there  are  not  many  such).  "  How  happy  you  will 
all  be  !  Of  all  the  husbands  you  could  have  had, 
I  would  have  chosen  Mr.  Edward  Middleton  for 
you. — so  handsome — so  good — so  clever  as  he  is  i 
I  remember  one  day,  that  poor  little  Julia  was 
still  alive,  I  said  to  Mrs.  Middleton,  '  Now,  what 
a  nice  thing  it  would  be  if  your  little  girl  was  to 
marry  her  cousin  some  day,  and  those  two  fine 
fortunes  were  to  make  but  one.'  '  No,  no,'  she 
cried,  *he  admires  Ellen  too  much  to  wait  for 
Julia;'  and  then  she  added — 'Mrs.  Hatton,  I 
am  afraid  that  I  love  Ellen  more  than  Julia:  is 
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it  not  dreadful  ? '  '  And  if  you  do,'  I  answered, 
*  what  does  it  signify  ?  Julia  will  never  be  the 
worse  for  it ;  there  is  enough  tenderness  in  your 
heart  for  both  of  them/  But  I  am  grieving  you, 
dear  Miss  Ellen,  by  talking  of  that  poor  dear 
little  cousin  of  yours ;  but  you  know,  dear,  every- 
thing is  for  the  best,  and  the  dear  child  might 
have  lived  to  be  wretched,  poor  thing  !  Well, 
well,  I  will  say  nothing  more  about  it ;  but  only 
that  it  is  very  pretty  of  you,  my  darling,  to  have 
kept  all  your  love  and  your  sorrow  for  Julia  so 
fresh  in  your  heart,  in  the  midst  of  your  own 
happiness.  No  doubt,  she  is  a  blessed  little 
angel  now ;  and,  perhaps,  she  can  see  into  your 
thoughts,  and  is  blessing  you  even  now,  for 
remembering  her  so  kindly,  and  loving  her  still 
so  much." 

Alarmed  at  the  excess  of  my  emotion,  which 
I  could  no  longer  command,  Mrs.  Hatton's  dis- 
tress  was  so  great,   that   she   almost  groaned    at 
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finding  that,  instead  of  soothing  me,  every  word 
that  she  uttered  increased  my  agitation.  At  last, 
recovering  myself,  I  abruptly  changed  the  subject, 
and  a  few  minutes  after  she  took  her  leave. 

Later  that  day,  I  had  a  long  conversation  with 
my  aunt ;  she  explained  to  me,  that  the  doctors 
had  assured  her,  that  it  was  of  the  greatest  im- 
portance that  my  uncle  should  spend  the  follow- 
ing winter  in  a  southern  climate ;  that  he  was 
himself  extremely  opposed  to  this  plan,  chiefly 
on  account  of  his  inveterate  dislike  to  leaving 
Elmsley  for  such  a  length  of  time ;  and  that,  she 
was  afraid  that  if  he  returned  there  at  all  that 
year,  she  should  never  be  able  to  persuade  him  to 
leave  it  again.  She  seemed  very  much  out  of 
spirits;  and  she,  who  seldom  gave  way  to  her 
feelings,  although  their  secret  workings  were 
evident  enough  to  me,  who  knew  every  turn  of 
her  countenance,  at  this  moment  seemed  unable 
to  struggle  with  her  deep  depression. 
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After  a  few  efforts  to  overcome  it,  she  threw 
her  arms  round  me,  and  hid  her  face  on  my  neck. 

"  Dearest  child,"  she  said,  ''  never  let  me  suffer 
through  you ;  anything  else  I  can  bear.  I  see 
things  through  a  dark  mist  to-day,  and  there  is 
a  gloom  about  me  which  I  cannot  shake  off.  I  do 
not  often  talk  to  you  of  myself,  Ellen,  at  least  not 
lately — not  since  the  days  when  we  lived  but 
for  each  other,  and  I  would  not  do  so  now, 
if  an  irresistible  impulse  did  not  urge  me  to  it. 
In  a  few  days  you  will  be  married,  and  then 
will  come  a  separation,  which  I  shall  bear  with 
courage ;  but  which  will  require  courage,  my 
Ellen,  for  I  have  loved  you  too  much  as  an  idol, 
too  much  as  a  treasure,  which  nothing  could  rob 
me  of,  and  to  which  I  have  clung  with  all  the 
tenacity  of  a  crushed  but  ardent  spirit.  All  my 
life  I  have  had  to  meet  indifference,  and  to  strug- 
gle with  disappointment  in  various  forms.  Self- 
devotion  was  the  dream  of  my  youth  ;  I  conceived 
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no  Other  happiness,  and  wished  to  live  for  no 
other  purpose.  My  father  was  one  of  those  men 
who  can  so  httle  understand  this  sort  of  feeling 
in  others,  that,  with  perfect  kindness  and  perfect 
candour,  I  am  sure  he  would  have  said,  if  his 
daughter  had  done  for  him  what  the  Russian 
girl,  Elizabeth,  did  for  her  father,  '  I  suppose 
she  was  tired  of  Siberia,  and  liked  the  journey.' 
When  I  married,  I  found  in  your  uncle  a 
character  exactly  opposed  to  my  father's,  but  not 
perhaps  more  suited  to  mine.  The  invincible 
reserve,  the  minute  despotism,  or  rather  abso- 
lutism, of  his  nature,  raised  between  us  the  same 
barrier,  which  worldliness  of  mind  and  absence 
of  warm  feelings  had  caused  to  exist  between 
my  father  and  myself.  You  have  seen  and 
observed  this  drawback  to  our  happiness,  Ellen, 
or  I  should  not  have  pointed  out  to  you  this 
single  imperfection  in  as  amiable  and  excellent 
a  character  as  ever  existed.    Your  uncle's  favourite 
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maxim  is,  '  Deeds,  not  words ;  "*  and  well  has  he 
acted  up  to  it  himself;  but  his  mistake  is,  in  not 
perceiving  that  there  are  characters  in  which, 
without  words,  there  can  scarcely  be  deeds ;  for 
which  sympathy  and  encouragement  are  as  neces- 
sary as  air  is  to  hfe,  or  sunshine  to  vegetation. 
For  some  time  after  I  was  married,  I  struggled 
to  supply  the  want  of  responsiveness  in  his  nature, 
by  the  expansive  enthusiasm  of  mine;  but,  worn 
out  at  last,  by  the  fruitless  and  fatiguing  exertion 
of  heart  and  mind,  which  this  kind  of  continual 
drawing  upon  one's  own  feelings  entails,  bruised 
and  jarred  by  the  unflinching  positiveness  which 
met  tliem  at  every  turn,  I  gave  up  the  attempt 
in  despair.  I  did  my  duty;  I  performed  the 
deeds  required  of  me;  but  the  words,  the  un- 
substantial, but  not  unreal,  part  of  our  daily 
lives,  of  our  busy  minds, — which  must  assert  itself 
in  some  shape  or  other, — which  must  find  vent 
in  some  form,  or  recoil   upon   ourselves  in  moral 
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or  physical  suffering, — that  half  of  my  being 
remained  closed  to  him,  whom  I  loved  and 
respected,  but  between  whose  mind  and  my 
own  the  point  of  contact  was  wanting.  Of 
Henry,  for  many  reasons,  I  had  rather  not 
talk  to  you.  You  know  that  I  have  never 
hesitated  to  tell  myself  the  truth,  or  to  destroy 
an  illusion,  which  in  the  secrecy  of  my  heart 
I  have  felt  to  be  such ;  but  it  requires  a  courage 
and  a  strength  which,  to-day  especially,  I  do 
not  find  in  myself,  to  trace  the  progress  of 
estrangement  in  an  affection  once  as  intense  as  a 
mother's ;  and  which  still  asserts  its  own  existence 
by  the  sufferings  it  inflicts.  Do  not  look  in- 
quiringly at  me,  Ellen ;  I  have  nothing  to  tell, 
nothing  to  explain,  nothing  to  complain  of;  I 
only  know  that  there  was  a  time  when  my  whole 
soul  was  wrapt  up  in  Henry,  as  it  has  since  been 
in  you;— a  time  when  his  eyes  would  seek  mine 
in  the  hour  of  joy   or   of  sorrow, — a  time  when 
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his  thoughts  were  mine,  and  mine  were  his ; — till 
something,  I  know  not  what, — a  mysterious  in- 
fluence, a  nameless  cloud,  passed  between  him 
and  me,  and  threw  a  cold  shade  over  the  spirit 
of  our  affection ;  each  succeeding  year  has 
widened  the  chasm,  has  seared  the  wound, 
without  healing  it,  and  loosened  without  break- 
ing the  links  which  bound  us  together.  Hush, 
dear  Ellen !  do  not  attempt  to  speak  to  me 
on  the  subject;  there  has  been  a  secret  sym- 
pathy between  us  lately,  which  has  supplied 
the  place  of  those  unreserved  communications, 
which  once  were  our  habit  and  our  joy.  Where 
we  have  not  spoken,  we  have  felt  together; 
and,  without  the  utterance  of  a  word,  we  have 
shared  each  other*'s  sorrows,  and  each  other's 
fears.  And  now,  child  of  my  heart,  be  happy  if 
you  can.  Let  nothing  of  gloom,  of  suffering, 
or  of  bitterness,  be  connected  with  my  thoughts 
of  you ;  let  no  cloud  ever  obscure  your  spotless 
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character;  let  your  name  never  be  pronounced 
but  with  blessings ;  your  presence  never  be  hailed 
but  with  joy.  Then,  when  in  absence,  I  call 
to  mind  your  loved  features,  your  proud  smile, 
and  the  light  of  your  dark  eyes,  I  shall  need 
no  other  vision  for  my  waking  hours,  no  other 
dream  for  my  nights" 

With  fervently  murmured  blessings,  my  aunt 
dismissed  me;  and  I  went  to  prepare  for  a  ride 
with  Edward.  Before  I  set  out,  I  wrote  a  note 
to  Alice,  in  which  I  announced  to  her  my 
approaching  marriage ;  and,  by  Mrs.  Middleton's 
desire,  begged  that  she  and  Henry  would  come 
to  us  in  the  evening. 

During  our  ride  Edward  was  very  silent ;  and 
when  he  spoke  it  was  to  find  some  trifling  fault 
with  my  way  of  sitting  on  my  horse,  and  holding 
my  bridle.  My  heart  was  still  thrilling  with 
emotions  awakened  by  my  conversation  with  my 
aunt ;    her  expressions  of  enthusiastic   tenderness 
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were  still  sounding  in  my  ears,  and  the  words 
of  reproof,  however  slight,  which  fell  from 
Edward's  lips,  contrasted  with  them,  grated  on 
my  feelings,  and  irritated  my  susceptibiHty. 
Unlike  as  they  were  in  many  respects,  there  was 
one  resemblance  between  Mrs.  Middleton  and 
Henry  Lovell,  which  never  failed  to  strike  me. 
Without  affectation  or  exaggeration,  by  the 
peculiar  qualities  of  their  minds,  by  the  union  of 
a  powerful  understanding  with  a  lively  imagin- 
ation, joined  to  a  kind  of  spontaneous  eloquence, 
and  a  ready  command  of  language,  they  poetised 
life,  if  one  can  use  such  an  expression,  and 
made  every  subject  which  they  handled  more  or 
less  picturesque  and  exciting.  I  remembered  at 
that  moment  that  Henry  had  once  said  to  me, 
that  his  sister  had  done  me  harm ;  and  I  almost 
trembled  as  I  asked  myself,  if  I  should  not 
painfully  miss  (in  spite  of  my  devoted  attachment 
to   Edward)  that   ready  sympathy  which   1   had 
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been  so  long  used  to,  which  it  was  in  my  nature 
to  require,  and  not  in  his  to  yield. 

We  were  just  then  passing  through  some  fields 
near  Fulham,  and  came  to  a  deep  ditch  with  a 
fence  beyond  it.  Edward  crossed  it ;  but  strictly 
charged  me  not  to  attempt  to  follow  him,  while 
he  examined  the  next  field,  and  found  out  another 
exit;  but  piqued  at  his  previous  observations  on 
my  horsemanship,  I  pushed  Selim  on,  and  with 
a  flying  leap  arrived  on  the  other  side.  Edward 
joined  me;  and  when  I  looked  at  him  trium- 
phantly, he  was  quite  pale. 

We  rode  on  without  speaking  for  a  few 
minutes;  and  when  to  break  this  silence,  I  said 
to  him,  "1  hope  you  admire  my  courage?"  he 
answered  drily,  *'  I  dislike  unnecessary  emotions, 
as  much  as  you  appear  to  delight  in  them." 

After  a  pause,  he  added,  "  Such  an  instance 
of  disobedience  in  a  wife  would  be  inexcusable ; 
and    though    submission     may    be    only   a  duty 
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after  marriage,  I  own  /  think  it  a  charm 
before." 

I  held  out  my  hand  to  Edward,  with  an  im- 
ploring countenance.  He  took  it;  and  kissing 
it  tenderly,  said  with  a  smile,  "  I  am  like  the 
mothers,  Ellen,  who  scold  their  children  when 
they  have  been  frightened  about  them;  but 
still  remember,  my  love,  that  1  would  rather 
see  you  afraid  of  displeasing  me,  than  display- 
ing a  courage  which  never  captivated  me  in 
a  woman.  It  is  a  dangerous  way  of  working 
upon  my  feelings;  and  would,  I  assure  you, 
never  answer." 

As  I  had  not  heard  from  Alice  before  dinner,  I 
concluded  they  would  come  in  the  evening ;  and 
even  while  Edward  was  speaking  to  me  of  some 
arrangements  connected  with  our  future  plans,  I 
could  not  keep  out  of  my  thoughts  a  variety  of 
conjectures  as  to  the  tone  and  manner  which 
Henry  would  adopt  under  this  new  state  of  things. 
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My  eyes  were  fixed  on  a  plan  for  altering  the 
house  at  Hillscombe,  when  a  knock  at  the  house 
door  turned  my  hands  cold  and  my  cheeks  hot,  and 
a  moment  afterwards  Alice  and  Henry  walked  into 
the  room.  She  came  quietly  up  to  me,  kissed  me, 
and  said  in  an  earnest  tone,  "  I  am  so  glad  you  are 
happy."  I  held  out  my  hand  to  Henry,  cold  and 
trembling  as  it  was.  He  carried  it  hastily  to  his 
lips,  which  felt  dry  and  burning,  and  said  in  a 
rapid  indistinct  manner,  so  that  no  ears  but  mine 
should  catch  the  sense  of  his  words,  "  I  wish  you 
joy,  and  never  to  feel  what  I  do  now."  He  then 
went  up  to  Edward,  and  shaking  hands  with  him 
in  the  most  cordial  manner,  he  warmly  congratu- 
lated him,  and  then  presented  him  to  Alice. 

Turning  to  my  uncle,  he  said,  "  I  have  just 
heard  a  piece  of  news  at  the  club,  which  will  take 
you  by  surprise.  Mr. ,  your  county  mem- 
ber, is  dead." 

"  Good  Heavens  !  you  don't  say  so  ?"  exclaimed 
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my  uncle ;  "  I  saw  him  yesterday  in  St.  James' s- 
street.     Are  you  quite  certain  of  it  ?" 

"  Perfectly  certain  ;  and  if  Edward  intends  to 
canvass  the  county,  he  had  better  start  directly." 

"  Edward,  you  must  stand,"  cried  my  uncle, 
with  all  the  eagerness  of  a  politician.  "  You  have 
long  wished  to  get  into  parliament,  and  this  is  a 
glorious  opportunity." 

"  Not  the  time  I  would  have  chosen,'"'  said 
Edward,  with  a  smile  and  a  look  at  me. 

"  Nonsense,"  cried  Henry,  with  the  most  ap- 
parently unaffected  gaiety.  '  It  is  the  best  of 
times.  You  will  be  eloquent  on  the  hustings,  in 
order  that  Ellen  may  read  your  speeches  in  the 
newspaper.  You  must  be  so  brdl^en  in  to  making 
love,  that  it  will  come  quite  naturally  to  you  to  do 
so  to  every  voter'*s  wife  or  daughter.  With  what 
wonderful  effect  you  will  expatiate  on  the  patriotism 
which  tears  you  away  from  your  affianced  bride, 
to  undertake  the  arduous  duties  of  a  champion  of 
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the  popular  cause,  or  an  inveterate  enemy  of  the 
new  Poor  Law.  But,  really,  there  is  no  time  to 
lose,  my  dear  fellow ;  the  enemy  will  take  the  field 
to-morrow ;  and  if  you  do  not  get  the  start ." 

I  impatiently  got  up,  and,  standing  behind  my 
uncle's  chair,  I  fixed  my  eyes  on  Henry,  with  an 
expression  of  stern  and  indignant  inquiry.  His 
eyes  met  mine  for  a  moment,  and  the  colour  rose 
in  his  cheek;  but  he  persisted,  with  unabated 
eagerness,  in  urging  Edward  and  my  uncle  not  to 
lose  the  opportunity  of  securing  to  the  former  a 
seat  in  parliament;  to  the  latter  a  permanent 
influence  in  the  county ;  and  to  the  government 
an  additional  vote. 

Edward  turned  to  me,  and  asked  me  half 
seriously,  and  half  in  joke,  for  my  opinion  on  the 
subject.  Before  I  could  answer,  my  uncle  said, 
"  I  entreat  you,  Ellen,  not  to  interfere,  by  any 
childish  nonsense,  with  what  is  really  important 
to  Edward  and   to  me.     For  some  years  past,  I 

VOL.  II.  M 
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have  had  such  a  scheme  in  view,  and  if  we  do  not 
carry  it  into  execution  now,  it  may  escape  us 
altogether." 

I  had,  in  fact,  no  objection  to  offer,  and,  indeed, 
felt  none,  except  that  Henry  had  suggested  it,  and 
seemed  anxious  to  bring  it  about ;  therefore,  when 
Edward,  more  seriously  than  the  first  time,  asked 
for  my  opinion,  I  made  an  effort,  and  constrained 
myself  to  say,  that  he  could  not  do  better. 

"  You  must  start  for  Elmsley  to-morrow,  and 

take  up  your  quarters  there,''  said  my  uncle.     "  I 

do  not  feel    a  doubt  of  your   success,  but  there 

must  be  no  remissness  on  our  parts  to  secure  it." 

At  that  moment  the  servant  came  up  to  Mr. 

Middleton,  and  told  him,  that   Mr.  ,  and 

Sir ,  were  in  the   carriage   at   the 

door,  and  wished  to  speak  to  him  upon  business. 
One  was  a  cabinet  minister,  and  the  other  one  of 
the  most  influential  land-owners  in  our  part  of  the 
country. 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  243 

"They  are  come  about  this  very  afFair,"**  said 
my  uncle,  "and  just  at  the  right  moment ;  show 
them  into  my  room  down  stairs.  Just  give  orders, 
Edward,  that  Lawson  may  be  sent  for ;  he  is 
personally  acquainted  with  every  voter  on  your 
estates,  as  well  as  on  mine,  and  had  better  go  with 
you  to  Elmsiey  to-morrow ;  and  then  be  so  kind  as 
to  join  us  in  the  library." 

Edward  went  up  to  Henry,  and  said  something 
to  him  in  a  low  voice,  on  which  Henry  followed 
him  out  of  the  room ;  and  Mrs.  Middleton,  Alice, 
and  I,  were  left  alone  together.  I  had  leisure 
then  to  look  at  Alice,  and  to  observe  that  her 
situation  had  become  very  evident,  and  that  her 
face,  though  as  beautiful  as  ever,  was  paler  and 
thinner  than  usual.  Mrs.  Middleton  remarked 
it  too  ;  and  Alice  told  her  that  she  expected  to  be 
confined  in  four  or  five  months.  The  quiet  tone 
of  voice,  and  the  gentle  smile  with  which  this  was 
said,  seemed  in  strange  contrast  with  the  stormy 
M  2 
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scene  in  which  that  fact  had  been  disclosed  to 
Henry. 

Mrs.  Middleton  seemed  delighted  at  finding 
that  this  was  the  case;  and  asked  her  several 
questions,  and  gave  much  advice  about  her 
health.  I  fixed  my  eyes  upon  them  both,  and  a 
train  of  thought  was  started  in  my  mind,  which 
engrossed  me  completely,  while  they  went  on  con- 
versing in  a  low  tone.  There  we  were,  sitting 
quietly  together,  with  smiles  on  our  lips,  and  the 
whole  appearance  of  peace,  harmony,  and  comfort, 
around  us.  If  any  one  could  have  looked  upon 
us,  themselves  unseen,  could  they  ever  have 
imagined  on  what  frail  foundation  that  peace 
and  that  comfort  rested  ? 

Alice's  little  hand  (which  she  had  just  held  out 
to  me,  as  I  seated  myself  at  the  back  of  the  sofa 
where  she  was  placed)  was  locked  in  mine ;  Mrs. 
Middleton,  who  had  shaken  off  the  depression 
which  had   weighed   upon  her  in   the   morning, 
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now  talked  gaily  of  my  marriage,  and  the 
occupations  it  imposed  upon  her — of  her  approach- 
ing expedition,  and  the  delight  with  which 
she  should  again  return  to  us  in  the  spring. 

If,  like  the  angel  who  conducted  ParnelPs 
Hermit,  some  heavenly  guide  had  pointed  out  to 
an  invisible  witness  of  this  quiet  scene  of  domestic 
happiness,  the  secrets  that  were  buried  under  its 
smooth  surface,  what  a  start  of  horror  would  he 
not  have  given,  how  would  he  not  have  shuddered 
if  that  angel  had  said,  "Look  upon  those  three 
women  !  See  that  fair  young  creature,  in  whose 
pure  eyes  there  is  a  depth  of  holy  thought  and 
tranquil  peace,  such  as  this  world  can  never  give 
or  take  away ;  and  it  is  well  for  her  that  it  should 
be  so ;  for,  beautiful  as  she  is,  and  priceless  as 
are  the  treasures  of  her  heart  and  mind,  she  has 
been  delivered  over  to  one  who  counts  these 
treasures  as  dross,  and  whose  perverted  taste 
sees  more   of    beauty  in  the  turbid   stream    than 
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in  the  pure  lake, — in  the  flashing  eye  and  stormy 
brow,  than  in  the  calm  gaze  of  purity  and  love. 
She  stands  alone  in  the  strength  of  her  faith,  in 
the  might  of  her  innocence ;  but  even  now  a  new 
link  has  wound  itself  round  her  heart ;  and  though 
her  step  be  firm,  and  her  soul  be  strong,  they  must 
■wax  firmer  and  stronger  still,  for  the  sake  of  the 
child  whom  she  bears  in  her  womb.  Noio  she  is 
chained  down  to  earth;  now  she  can  no  longer 
say  with  St.  Paul,  '  To  die  is  gain.'  Now  she  can 
no  longer  pass  through  the  world,  as  if  she 
belonged  not  to  it.  She  must  cling  to  him  whose 
name  she  bears ;  she  must  follow  his  steps ;  she 
must  watch  his  eyes  ; 

*  She  must  pour  her  heart's  rich  treasures  forth, 
Although  unrepaid  for  their  priceless  worth  ;' 

for  he  is  the  father  of  her  child ;  and  what  God 
has  thus  joined  together,  nothing  in  heaven  or  on 
earth  can  put  asunder.  But  who  stands  between 
her  and  her  husband?     Whose  eyes  draw  away 
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the  glances  that  should  be  fixed  on  hers  ?  Whose 
ears  hear  and  tolerate  the  words  of  love  which 
should  be  hers  alone  ?  Do  you  see  the  girl  that 
holds  her  hand,  and  leans  on  the  back  of  the 
couch  where  she  sits  ?  One  hair  of  her  unworthy 
head  is  more  dear  to  that  infatuated  man,  than 
all  the  matchless  beauty,  the  sacred  purity,  the 
unstained  affection  of  his  young  wife.  Look  at 
that  other  woman,  whose  eyes  are  fixed  with  such 
tender  and  ardent  affection  on  the  same  girl 
whose  childhood  she  has  blessed,  whose  youth  she 
has  watched  over,  and  on  whose  head  she  has  heaped 
blessings  without  end ;  in  whose  existence  she  has 
centered  all  the  happiness  of  her  own.  That  girl, 
with  that  very  hand  which  has  been  so  often  and 
so  fondly  kissed  by  a  childless  mother ;  that  girl 
(cursed  be  her  anger,  for  it  was  fierce,  and  her 
wrath,  for  it  was  cruel !)  hurled  to  a  watery  grave 
the  only  child  of  that  devoted  friend,  of  that  more 
than  mother ;  and  there  she  sits  by  the  side  of  her 
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whom  she  has  made  childless ;  and  she  holds  the 
hand  of  the  wife  whose  husband  adores  her,  and 
whose  love  she  dares  not  check ;  there  she  sits,  as  if 
a  mine  was  not  ready  to  spring  under  their  feet ; 
and  even  now  a  smile  is  on  her  face,  for  some  gay 
remark  has  been  addressed  to  her,  and,  like  the 
Indian  at  the  stake,  she  must  die  before  she 
writhes,  and  must  look  upon  the  deeds  she  has 
done,  and  the  pangs  she  endures,  as  if  her  nerves 
were  of  iron,  and  her  heart  of  stone." 

A  servant  came  up  stairs  to  tell  Alice  that  her 
husband  was  waiting  for  her  in  the  carriage,  and 
a  moment  after  she  was  gone  Edward  announced 
to  us  that  everything  was  settled  about  his  stand- 
ing for  the  county,  and  that  he  should  start  at 
six  o'clock  the  next  morning  for  Elmsley.  "  Lovell 
will  go  with  me,""  he  added;  "he  has  not  been 
well  lately,  and  thinks  the  change  of  air  will  do 
him  good."  And  turning  to  Mrs.  Middleton,  he 
continued,  "  Henry  promises   to  help  me  in  can- 


ELLEN    MIDDLETON.  249 

vassing,  and  as  neither  you  or  Ellen  can  be  with 
me,  his  eloquence  will  be  invaluable.  You  do  not 
think  Mrs.  Lovell  will  be  annoyed  at  his  going  ?''' 

"  Not  at  all,"  answered  Mrs.  Middleton  ;  "  and 
we  will  ask  her  to  come  and  stay  with  us  here 
during  your  and  Henry's  absence.  How  long 
will  it  be  do  you  suppose  ?  " 

'*  Not  more  than  three  or  four  days,  I  should 
imagine ;  and  now  I  must  consult  you  upon  a  plan 
which  my  uncle  and  myself  have  formed,  but  for 
which  we  require  your  sanction,  and  Ellen's  con- 
sent. The  election  will  take  place  in  about  a 
fortnight,  exactly  the  time  we  had  fixed  upon  for  our 
marriage;  Lawson  has  just  told  us  that  the  settle- 
ments could  without  much  difficulty  be  got  ready 
by  this  day  week  ;  and  if  we  were  married  on  that 
day,  we  could  go  and  spend  a  week  at  Hillscombe, 
and  then  join  you  at  Elmsley,  where  my  uncle  is 
quite  determined  to  go  for  the  election." 

My  aunt  was  preparing  to  make  some  objections 
m3 
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to  this  plan,  when  Mr.  Middle  ton  came  into  the 
room,  and  by  assuming  that  it  was  thus  settled, 
and  declaring  that  any  further  discussion  of  it 
was  unnecessary,  put  a  stop  to  the  conversation. 
Edward  took  me  into  the  next  room,  and  asked 
me  if  I  had  any  objection  to  the  arrangement. 
As  I  saw  by  his  face  that  he  would  be  exceedingly 
annoyed  if  I  did  object,  I  expressed  my  perfect 
readiness  to  agree  to  it.  He  seemed  altogether  so 
much  pleased  and  excited,  that  my  self-tormenting 
disposition  immediately  suggested  to  me,  that  poli- 
tics interested  him  more  than  anything  else,  and 
that  no  one  day  since  our  engagement  had  he 
appeared  so  satisfied  and  so  cheerful.  I  was  also 
foolish  enough  to  be  annoyed  at  his  seeming  so 
thoroughly  reconciled  to  Henry ;  I  felt  a  kind  of 
vague  irritation  at  Henry's  accompanying  him  on 
this  journey,  and  the  more  his  spirits  rose,  the 
more  mine  fell.  As  I  did  not  seem  to  take  much 
interest  in  his  electioneering  concerns  he  dropped 
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the  subject,  and  began  to  talk  of  Alice,  whose 
beauty  and  manners  he  warmly  praised.  "  You 
do  not  think  that  Henry  appreciates  her,  do  you?" 

"  Who  can  tell,""  I  exclaimed,  "  when  a  woman 
is  appreciated?  Once  secure  in  the  affection  he 
has  inspired,  a  man''s  love  often  waxes  wondrous 
cool."  As  I  said  this  I  had  what  the  French  call 
"  des  larmes  dans  la  voix." 

Edward  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  ground  and  knit 
his  brows,  but  after  a  moment  looked  up  into  my 
face  and  said,  "  How  well  Lovell  knows  you  !" 

I  coloured,  and  asked  him  what  he  meant. 

*'  I  heard  him  say  one  day  that  it  was  difficult 
to  tell  if  you  felt  what  you  acted,  or  acted  what 
you  felt." 

This  severe  sarcasm  cut  me  to  the  heart,  and  to 
have  Henry  quoted  against  me  by  Edward,  was 
more  than  I  could  bear.  Pride  and  anger  strug- 
gled for  a  moment  with  grief  in  my  breast,  but 
were  soon  conquered  by  it.     I  must  have  looked 


252  ELLEN    MIDDLETON. 

intensely  unhappy,  for  Edward  took  my  hand  in 
his,  and  drawing  me  kindly  to  him,  said,  "  My 
dearest  love,  I  did  not  mean  to  vex  you." 

"  If  you  had  you  would  have  succeeded,"  I 
answered  with  bitterness.  "  No,  Edward,"  I  con- 
tinued, passionately ;  "  from  you  I  can  bear  every- 
thing. Reprove  me  as  often  and  as  severely  as 
you  please ;  treat  me  harshly  when  I  deserve  it ; 
I  shall  never  be  weary  of  your  reproof,  nor  com- 
plain of  your  severity ;  but  that  you  should  allow 
Henry  to  influence  you  against  me  —  that  you 
should  quote  his  sarcasms  and  call  them  truth, 
even  when  their  object  is  to  make  you  doubt  the 
reality  of  my  feelings,  the  sincerity  of  my  aflPec- 
tion " 

Edward  got  up,  and  walked  up  and  down  the 
room ;  his  countenance  was  more  disturbed  than 
it  had  yet  been  at  any  time  since  our  engagement. 
At  last  he  stopped  before  me,  and  after  looking 
at  me  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes,  he  said,  "You 
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are  a  spoilt  child,  my  Ellen,  in  the  fullest  sense 
of  the  word.  Your  life  has  been  too  happy — 
(Good  God  !  was  that  the  conclusion  he  had  come 
to  ? ) ;  — you  have  known  nothing  of  the  real  trials 
of  life,  or  you  would  not  take  pleasure  in  creating 
them  for  yourself.  Believe  me,  Ellen,  do  not 
plant  unnecessary  thorns  in  a  path  where  they 
will  spring  up  but  too  naturally.  What  is  there 
wanting  to  your  happiness  now?  Is  not  our 
mutual  love  as  strong  as  ever  ?  Is  not  my  whole 
soul  devoted  to  you  ?  In  a  few  days  you  will  be 
my  wife,  and  when  I  promise  to  love  and  cherish 
you  until  death  shall  part  us,  it  will  be  no  empty 
vow  that  will  pass  my  lips,  but  a  solemn  pledge 
which  my  whole  hfe  shall  redeem.  But  do  not 
expect  from  me  the  language  of  romance,  the  cant 
of  sentiment ;  I  look  upon  you  as  the  dearest  and 
most  precious  treasure  that  was  ever  consigned  to 
a  man's  keeping,  but  not  as  an  idol  before  which 
I   must   bow.     I   must   strengthen  you   with    my 
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strength,  rather  than  yield  to  your  weakness;  in 
my  very  harshness,  Ellen,  there  is  a  tenderness 
which  you  may  trust  in,  for  though  it  may  some- 
times wound,  it  will  never  fail  you." 

Penitent  and  subdued  I  listened  in  silence  to 
Edward's  words.  Earnestly  and  humbly  I  pressed 
his  hand  to  my  heart,  and  when  we  parted  that 
night  I  felt  that  though  I  feared  him  more,  I 
loved  him  also  with  a  more  solemn  tenderness 
and  a  deeper  reverence  than  ever. 
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"  'Tis  done     *     *     *     *     the  fatal  vow 
Has  passed  my  lips  !  Methought  in  those  sad  moments, 
The  tombs  around,  the  saints,  the  darkened  altar 
And  all  the  trembling  shrines  -with  horror  shook." 

Tancred  and  Sigismunda. 


The  following  morning,  when  Henry  came  to 
breakfast  with  Edward  previous  to  their  departure, 
Mrs.  Middleton  had  a  long  conversation  with 
him.  She  proposed  to  him  that  Alice  should 
come  and  stay  with  us  during  his  absence.  He 
gladly  accepted  this  offer,  and  wrote  a  line  to 
his  wife  recommending  her  to  do  so  in  a  way  that 
left  her  no  option. 

Edward  had  left  me  in  a  state  of  mind  which 
made  Alice's  society  very  acceptable  to   me ;   my 
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spirits  were  subdued,  and  Henry's  absence  removed 
the  restless  irritation  which  I  usually  felt  in  his 
presence.  My  time  was  taken  up  in  a  great 
measure  by  the  number  of  little  occupations  which 
my  approaching  marriage  occasioned.  Presents 
came  pouring  in  daily  from  relations  and  friends ; 
I  had  also  to  answer  letters  of  congratulation, 
and  all  the  business  of  that  great  change  in  one's 
existence  was  in  the  full  tide  of  activity. 

The  second  morning  after  Edward's  departure, 
I  asked  Alice  to  go  with  me  to  a  shop  in 
St.  James's-street,  where  I  wanted  to  buy  a  pre- 
sent for  Mrs.  Hatton.  We  set  out  together,  but 
as  the  day  was  fine  and  not  too  hot  for  walking, 
we  resolved  to  go  first  into  Hyde  Park.  The 
dusty  bumt-up  grass  was  still  pleasanter  to  tread 
upon  than  the  broad  flag-stones;  and  there  was 
a  breeze  that  felt  pure  and  refreshing  to  lungs 
that  had  been  obliged  for  so  long  to  inhale  the 
foggy  atmosphere  of  London.     Alice  was  talking 
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more  eagerly  than  usual;  and  when  she  men- 
tioned Henry  there  was  an  expression  in  her 
lovely  face  which  I  had  never  seen  in  it  before. 
As  we  were  speaking  of  the  probable  day  of 
Edwards's  return,  she  drew  from  her  pocket 
the  note  which  Henry  had  written  to  her  that 
morning,  and  holding  it  out  to  me  she  said, 
"  You  see  he  talks  of  coming  back  on  Friday." 
The  note  was  a  kind  one,  and  by  the  way  in  which 
she  read  it  over,  as  I  gave  it  back  to  her,  and  then 
folded  it  carefully  and  replaced  it  in  her  bosom, 
I  could  see  the  pleasure  it  had  given  her.  As  we 
went  through  Cumberland  Gate  and  entered  the 
Green  Park,  I  saw  a  man  who  seemed  to  me 
to  be  watching  us.  There  was  something  in  his 
figure  and  in  the  way  in  which  his  head  was 
set  on  his  shoulders,  which  seemed  not  new  to  me ; 
but  I  did  not  look  back  long  enough  to  ascertain 
this,  and  only  walked  faster  from  the  suspicion 
that    we    were    followed.       On    turning   out    of 
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the  gate  of  the  park  into  Piccadilly  I  gave 
another  glance,  and  saw  the  man  in  question 
standing  by  the  side  of  the  basin  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  water.  As  we  went  on  towards 
St.  James's-street,  I  saw  him  once  again,  walking 
in  a  parallel  line  with  us  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street.  After  a  while  he  disappeared,  and  I 
concluded  that  the  whole  thing  was  accidental. 
We  entered  the  jeweller's  shop  and  were  busily 
engaged  in  examining  several  brooches,  among 
which  I  was  to  choose  one  for  my  present,  when 
on  turning  to  show  one  which  took  my  fancy  to 
Alice,  whose  back  was  to  the  door,  I  saw 
against  one  of  the  panes  of  the  shop-window  the 
face  of  the  man  who  had  followed  us,  and  whom 
I  now  recognised  as  that  cousin  of  Alice's  whom 
I  had  seen  at  Salisbury  and  once  again  at 
Brandon;  but  whom  Henry  had  given  me  to 
understand  had  left  England  for  America  some 
months  before.     I  gave  an  involuntary  start  and 
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turned  my  head  away,  for  there  was  something 
very  dark  and  unpleasant  in  this  man's  counte- 
nance. Alice  perceived  nothing,  gave  me  her  advice 
about  the  brooch,  and  when  I  had  taken  and 
paid  for  it  we  prepared  to  go.  I  gave  a  hurried 
glance  towards  the  window ;  the  man  was  gone, 
and  I  breathed  more  freely.  We  walked  out  of 
the  shop,  and  I  debated  with  myself  whether 
there  could  be  any  harm  in  questioning  Alice 
about  this  person,  and  in  telling  her  that  he  had 
been  dodging  us  in  this  strange  manner.  While 
I  was  hesitating  about  it  we  had  arrived  at  the 
turning  into  Berkeley-street.  Suddenly  Alice 
drew  her  arm  out  of  mine  and  turned  abruptly 
round.  She  gazed  intently  for  a  moment  down 
Piccadilly,  and  then  turning  to  me  she  said,  "  I 
thought  I  had  seen  my  cousin,  Robert  Harding. 
It  was  foolish  of  me  to  imagine  it,''  she  added 
smiling,  "  for  he  is  at  New  York.  What  strange 
fancies  one  has  sometimes ! " 
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"  Who  is  Robert  Harding  ?  Your  cousin  did 
you  say  P" 

"  Yes ;  the  son  of  James  Harding,  my  uncle." 

«  What  sort  of  man  is  he  ?" 

"I  know  him  very  little.  I  have  scarcely 
spoken  to  him  since  we  have  been  both  grown  up ; 
but  he  was  very  fond  of  me  when  I  was  a  little 
girl,  and  I  have  always  felt  a  kindness  for  him/' 

"  Were  you  brought  up  together  ?  " 

"Oh,  no;  when  I  was  about  eight  years  old 
the  scarlet  fever  was  in  our  house,  and  I  was 
sent  to  my  uncle's  for  two  or  three  weeks.  Robert 
was  then  twelve  years  old ;  he  was  called  a  very 
naughty  boy,  and  nobody  liked  him  or  said  a 
kind  word  to  him.  The  first  day  I  came  there 
he  asked  me  to  play  with  him,  and  I  was  going  to 
say  yes,  when  my  aunt  called  out,  '  Don't  play 
with  him,  Alice, — don't  speak  to  him;  he  is  in 
disgrace,  and  nobody  must  talk  to  him.'  He 
scowled    dreadfully  and  walked  out  of  the  room. 
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In  the  evening  I  was  dressing  my  doll  in  a  room 
up-stairs,  where  I  was  to  sleep  with  Anne  Harding, 
when  I  heard  somebody  sobbing  in  the  next  room. 
I  went  on  tip-toe  to  the  door  and  opened  it  gently. 
I  saw  Robert  sitting  on  a  bed  and  crying  bitterly. 
Anne  had  told  me  he  never  cried,  not  even  when 
his  father  beat  him ;  but  he  was  crying  now, 
and  I  stood  looking  at  him  till  I  began  to  cry 
too.  At  last  he  got  up,  and  climbing  on  the  bed, 
he  pulled  off  his  handkerchief  and  tied  it  to  the 
post.     I  did  not   know  what  he  was  doing,  but 

he  looked  so  odd  and  so  red  in  the  face,  that   I 

felt  frightened,  and  called  out  '  Robert.' 

"  He  turned  round  and  said,  '  What  are  you 

doing  there?     Go  away,  you  must  not  see  what 

I  am  about  to  do.' 

"  '  It  must  be  something  very  wrong,  then,'  I 

said,  '  and  I  hope  you  won't  do  it.' 

"'Why   not?'   he   muttered.      'What's  it  to 

you?     I'm  going  to  hang  myself;  but  you  must 
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not  tell,  for  they'd  come  and  cut  me  down  and 
punish  me  very  much/ 

i(  i  Perhaps  they  would,'  I  said ;  '  but  not  so 
much  as  God  will  punish  you  if  you  do  such  a 
wicked  thing.' 

"  '  It  isn\  wicked,'  he  answered.  '  Nobody 
loves  me  or  cares  about  me.  They  won't  let 
you  play  with  me,  and,  perhaps,  when  I've  hanged 
myself  they  '11  be  sorry  for  it.' 

"'But  I'm  sorry  for  you  now^  I  cried;  'and 
though  I  must  not  play  with  you  while  you 
are  naughty,  I  will  play  with  you  and  love  you 
very  much  if  you  are  good.' 

"  '  Are  you  sure  you  will  ? ' 

"  '  Quite  sure,  Robert.' 

"  *  Well,  if  you  do  I  don't  much  care  who 
doesn't.  But  mind  if  you  don't  love  me  I'll 
hang  myself.' 

"  *  But  I  will,  indeed,'  I  said  ;  and  all  the  time 
I   staid   at    my   uncle's,   Robert  was   very   good. 
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and  we  played  every  day  together.  After  I  went 
home  again  I  did  not  see  him  very  often.  When 
he  came  to  us  he  always  brought  me  some  little 
present  of  his  own  making ;  and  he  had  a  great 
turn  for  cutting  things  in  wood  with  his  knife. 
About  three  years  ago  he  made  my  grandmother 
angry,  I  don't  know  how,  but  she  would  not  let 
him  come  and  see  us  any  more." 

"  And  he  is  now  in  America  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Alice.  "  My  grandmother 
told  me  he  was  gone  to  New  York  a  few  days 
before  I  was  married.  I  should  have  liked  to 
have  said  good-bye  to  him.  How  like  that  man 
in  Piccadilly  was  to  him  !  " 

We  reached  home  just  as  Alice  said  this ;  and 
I  felt  glad  that  I  had  not  told  her  that  the  man 
she  had  seen  must  have  been  the  same  who  had 
dodged  us,  and  that  it  could  have  been  no  other 
than  this  Robert  Harding,  whose  countenance 
had  remained   indelibly  impressed  on  my  mind; 
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but  I  resolved  at  the  first  opportunity  to  tell 
Henry  of  this  circumstance,  for  I  felt  afraid  of 
this  man,  and  anxious  to  know  whether  his  return 
to  England  was  a  secret  to  the  rest  of  his  family 
as  well  as  to  Alice. 

When  the  post  came  in  the  next  morning,  we 
received  letters  from  Elmsley.  Edward's  to  me  was 
kind  and  affectionate,  but  short  and  hurried.  He 
had  written  a  long  one  to  my  uncle,  full  of  all  the 
details  connected  with  his  canvass,  which  promised 
to  be  very  successful.  One  phrase  in  this  letter 
particularly  attracted  my  attention :  —  "  Henry's 
exertions  in  my  behalf,  and  anxiety  for  my  success, 
are  beyond  what  I  could  have  expected  even  in 
the  early  days  of  our  friendship.  He  is  most 
amiable  and  agreeable ;  and  when  I  compare  his 
destiny  to  mine  (much  as  it  may  have  been  his 
own  imprudence  that  ruined  his  prospects),  I  feel 
that  there  is  generosity  in  the  warm  attachment 
which   he   shows  me.     We  shall  be  in  town  on 
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Saturday,  and  I  hope  and  trust  that  nothing  will 
prevent  our  marriage  taking  place  on  Monday,  as 
we  miist  be  here  again  at  the  beginning  of  the 
ensuing  week  ;  and  one  week^  at  least,  I  must  have 
for  Ellen  and  for  Hillscombe,  before  I  plunge 
again  into  all  the  business  and  excitement  of  the 
election." 

Henry's  letter  to  his  sister  was  as  follows  : — 
[I  have  never  known  or  understood  how  Mrs. 
Middleton  came  to  give  me  this  letter  to  read. 
She  handed  it  to  me  with  several  others,  which 
had  reference  to  my  marriage ;  and  I  imagine  that 
it  must  have  slipped  among  the  rest  unawares  to 
her.  I  returned  the  whole  packet  to  her  without 
making  any  observation  upon  it,  and  she  made 
none  either.] 

"  My  dear  Mary, 
"  Can  you  understand  me   when  I   say  that  I 
retain   a  livelier  sense   of  the   loveliness  of  those 

VOL.  II.  N 
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scenes  which  are  connected  in  my  mind  with  acute 

sorrow  (provided  they  be  beautiful  in  themselves), 

than  of  those  where  I  have  only  known  happiness  ? 

Or  does  this  seem  to  you  nonsense  ?    There  is  a 

spot  in  the  world  where  I  once  stood  for  a  quarter 

of  an  hour  alone,  suffering  so  intensely,  that  even 

now,  when  I  think  of  it,  I  wonder  how,  at  the  end 

of  that  time,  I  could  meet  the  eyes  of  others  as  I 

did,  and  show  no  outward  signs  of  the  anguish  I 

was  enduring.     Well,   Mary,   strange  as   it  may 

seem  to  you,  there  is  not  another  spot  in  the  world, 

the  natural  beauties   of  which    are    so  indelibly 

stamped   on   my   recollection,   or   which   seem   to 

have  so  entered   into  my  soul.     I   never  feel  so 

much  the  unalterable  beauty  and  perfect  harmony 

of  the  material  world  as  when  the  moral  world 

within  me  is  shaken  to  pieces  and  leaves  me  not  even 

a  reed  to  lean  upon.     It  is  the  same  with  music. 

Once,  when  a  fearful  struggle  was  going  on  within 

me,   and    (no  matter  whether  right  or  wrong)  I 
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thought  myself  very  near  death,  an  organ  in  the 
street  played  a  Scotch  air  which  I  had  heard  a 
thousand  times  before ;  but  then^  for  the  first  time, 
I  understood  it.  Each  note  had  a  meaning,  each 
modulation  had  a  sense,  which  has  never  been  lost 
to  me  since.  Suffering  and  emotion  are  necessary 
(I  believe  it  firmly)  to  expand  our  faculties  in 
every  line,  and,  with  our  powers  of  comprehension, 
increase  our  powers  of  admiration.  I  shall  never 
feel  the  real  beauty  of  military  music,  or  the  full 
sense  of  the  mufiled  roll  of  the  drum,  till  it  leads 
me  to  battle,  or  marshals  me  to  execution.  Is  it 
the  same  with  my  affections  ?  Perhaps  it  is. 
Perhaps  it  is  not  in  my  nature  passionately  to 
love  where  I  have  never  suffered.  Perhaps  if  it 
had  been  my  fate,  after  having  from  the  days  of 
childhood  formed  to  myself  an  ideal  image  of 
what  my  soul  could  worship  ;  after  having  met 
with  the  realisation  of  that  dream  of  my  fancy — 
a  realisation  as  much  more  beautiful,  as  much 
N  2 
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more  enchanting  as  life  is  superior  in  its  most 
perfect  form  to  the  highest  stretch  of  genius  in  the 
painter ;  if  it  had  been  my  fate,  after  having 
watched,  and  followed,  and  loved,  and  doated  on 
this  woman  during  a  year,  which  seemed  to  me  but 
as  an  hour,  so  great  was  the  love  I  bore  her ;  had 
it  been  my  fate  to  possess  her,  to  call  her  mine, 
perhaps  I  should  only  have  been,  after  a  while, 
very  fond  of  her,  as  men  are  of  their  wives — very 
glad  to  find  her  at  home,  after  a  day  spent  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  at  one  time  of  the  year,  or  in 
shooting,  at  another.  She  might  only  have  been 
one  object  to  me  among  many  others.  It  might 
have  been  so,  though  it  is  difficult  to  believe  it; 
but  we  must  believe  what  we  see,  nor  dare  to  assert 
that  the  idol  enshrined  in  our  heart  in  hope,  in 
fear,  and  in  suffering,  would  have  maintained  its 
sway  in  the  dull  atmosphere  of  secure  possession. 

"  We  arrived  at  Elmsley  on  a  lovely  evening, 
and  not  a  room  in  the  house,  not  a  spot  in   the 
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grounds  did  I  leave   unvisited.     While   Edward 

and  Lawson  were  engaged  on  the  county  registers 

and  reports,  as  if  their  whole  souls   were   bound 

up  in  them,  I  stood  on  the  verandah,  and  looked 

on  each  well-known  object  in  that  lovely  view  till 

the  whole  was  wrapt  in  darkness.     That  gradual 

obscuring  of  each   spot  which,  when  I  first  stood 

there,  was  glowing  in  the  light  of  the  evening  sun, 

reminded  me  of  my  last  conversation  with   you, 

when,  in  answer  to  the   confession  you   extorted 

from  me,  you  took  up  a  book  from  your  table  and 

pointed  to  these  lines,  which  I  only  read  once,  but 

have  remembered  ever  since : — 

*  Nay,  rather  steel  thy  melting  heart 
To  act  the  martyr's  sternest  part ; 
To  watch,  with  firm  unshrinking  eye. 
Thy  darling  visions  as  they  die  ; 
TUl  all  bright  hopes  and  hues  of  day 
Have  faded  into  twilight  gray.' 

"  But  enough  of  all  this.  Our  canvass  has  been 
eminently  successful ;  Edward  has  exerted  himself 
amazingly.      On    the    nomination-day   he    really 
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spoke  admirably.  It  is  impossible  not  to  be  struck 
with  his  strong  sense,  his  uncompromising  rectitude 
and  steady  moral  decision  of  character.  He  is  so 
animated,  too,  by  all  these  subjects ;  quite  en- 
thusiastic, in  his  way,  about  the  interests  of  the 
people,  and  the  new  field  of  exertion  which  his 
present  prospects  open  to  him.  It  is  plain  that  he 
has  a  genius  more  fitted  for  active  than  for  contem- 
plative life, — and  so  much  the  better  for  him ;  for 
a  man,  this  is  the  happiest  of  dispositions:  and 
he  will  be  happy;  for  there  is  nothing  in  his 
character  incompatible  with  quiet  enjoyment ; 
no  violent  passions  and  feelings;  no  morbid 
sensibility ;  with  him  all  is  sober,  practical,  and 
rational. 

"  Good  bye,  my  dear  Mary.  I  am  happy  to 
think  that  Alice  is  with  you.  Remember  what 
you  promised  me ;  watch  over  her  as  you  would 
over  a  flower  which  a  breath  might  sully  or  a 
breeze  destroy.     Thank  God,   you  and  I  are  no 
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longer   strangers   to    each    other's    thoughts    and 
hearts. 

"  Your  ever  affectionate  brother, 

"  H.    LOVELL." 

Could  Mrs.  Middleton  have  intended  me  to  see 
this  letter  ?  Had  she,  perhaps,  promised  Henry 
to  show  it  me  ?  No,  this  was  entirely,  utterly 
impossible.  It  must  have  been  a  mistake;  and  I 
would  not  inform  her  of  it,  lest  it  should  agitate 
and  distress  her.  Henry  had  evidently  imparted 
to  her  the  secret  of  his  unconquerable  attachment 
to  me.  Was  this  wise  in  his  own  interest  ?  Did 
it  correspond  with  his  usual  caution,  and,  above 
all,  with  his  recent  behaviour?  It  seemed  to  me 
strange;  but  Mrs.  Middleton  was  easily  worked 
upon :  she  did  not  know  Henry  as  I  knew  him ; 
she  thought  him  like  herself;  and  because  their 
minds  were  in  unison,  she  fancied  their  hearts  were 
alike.     His   power  was   so  great   over  those  who 
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loved  him,  when  he  chose  to  exert  it,  that  it  seemed 
to  me,  now,  as  if  he  had  taken  up  a  new  position, 
and,  through  his  wife  and  his  sister,  meant  to  rivet 
the  chain  which  bound  us  together.  Never  did 
two  people  know  each  other  as  well  as  Henry  and 
myself.  I  always  read  his  motives  through  the 
veil  which  he  flung  over  them,  and  which,  perhaps, 
concealed  them  sometimes  from  himself.  He  was 
a  practical  artist ;  his  own  life  was  the  canvass  on 
which  he  worked  ;  and  that  was  the  reason  why, 
with  a  selfish  heart  and  an  unprincipled  mind,  he 
possessed  all  the  graces  of  emotion,  all  the  charms 
of  feeling.  This  letter  (clever  and  well  aimed  as 
it  was — for  it  touched  upon  the  very  wound  which 
had  been  rankling  in  my  heart  during  the  last  few 
days)  failed  in  its  object,  if,  indeed,  he  had  hoped 
that  it  would  meet  my  eyes;  for,  as  I  read  his 
account  of  Edward — as  I  felt  the  pain  it  was  meant 
to  inflict — as  I  acquiesced  in  the  truth  of  some  of 
his  remarks,  and  indignantly  repelled  others,  the 
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cry  of  my  heart,  as  I  threw  it  from  me,  was  in 
these  words :  "  Rather  be  his  slave  than  your 
idol." 

On  the  following  Saturday  they  both  returned 
to  London,  and  when  I  found  myself  again  with 
Edward,  I  forgot  everything  in  the  joy  of  the 
moment.  But  when  I  was  told  that  the  day  of 
our  marriage  was  positively  fixed  for  the  following 
Monday,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  it  was  the  first 
time  that  I  had  really  believed  it  would  take  place, 
as  if  I  had  never  considered  before  all  that  that 
step  involved.  For  the  first  time  I  thought  of  what 
it  would  be  to  one  in  my  peculiar  situation,  not  only 
to  love  as  I  had  long  done,  but  to  be  bound  by 
irrevocable  ties  to  one  who,  ignorant  of  all  the 
circumstances  of  my  miserable  fate,  would  wonder 
over  each  inequality  of  spirits  I  betrayed,  condemn 
every  tear  I  shed,  read  every  letter  I  received, 
and,  at  the  slightest  appearance  of  equivocation 
or  deceit,  would  banish  me  from  his  heart,  and 
n3 
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overwhelm  me  with  his  just  anger.  But  it  was 
too  late,  I  said  to  myself — too  late  to  retract,  too 
late  to  think.  I  mentally  closed  my  eyes,  and 
passed  through  the  next  twenty-four  hours  like 
some  one  walking  in  his  sleep. 

On  the  next  day  (Sunday)  I  saw  Henry^  for  one 
moment  as  we  were  walking  out  of  church.  I  told 
him,  in  a  low  voice,  of  Robert  Harding's  appear- 
ance in  the  parks  on  the  last  Wednesday,  and 
of  his  following  us  through  the  streets. 

"  You  saw  him,"  he  exclaimed.  "  Then  it  was 
not  Alice's  fancy  ?  " 

"No,  no — I  could  swear  to  him.  He  had 
followed  us,  and  stood  at  the  shop  window  long 
before  Alice  observed  him." 

Henry  looked  extremely  discomposed,  and  mut- 
tered something  to  himself;  then  turning  to  me, 
he  said — 

"  That  fellow  has  been  desperately  in  love  with 
Alice  for  years — since  she  was  quite  a  child.     Her 
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grandmother  turned  him  out  of  the  house  on  that 
account  three  years  ago.  Just  before  our  marriage 
took  place  he  made  some  outrageous  scenes ;  I 
threatened  to  give  him  into  custody,  and  warned 
Mrs.  Tracy  that  I  should  do  so.  Two  or  three 
days  after,  she  told  me  he  had  sailed  for  America, 
and  from  that  day  to  this  I  had  heard  nothing 
more  about  him ;  but  I  must  find  out  if  she  knows 
of  his  return.  Perhaps  she  employs  him  as  a  spy. 
I  shall  let  you  know  what  I  hear." 

After  a  pause,  I  said,  with  a  great  effort — 

"  You  must  not  write  to  me  on  any  account ; 
remember  that,  Henry.  Edward  will  read  all  my 
letters ;  he  is  already  in  the  habit  of  doing  so." 

"  It  was  exceedingly  foolish  of  you  not  to  object 
to  it.  Pray,  how  am  I  to  communicate  with  you 
if  anything  should  occur  to  make  it  desirable? 
Is  your  maid  to  be  trusted  I " 

I  coloured  with  anger  and  with  shame,  and  gave 
Henry  a  look  of  indignant  reproach. 
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"  I  really  beg  your  pardon  if  this  offends  you  ; 
but  it  is  not  for  my  own  sake  that  I  ask  the 
question.  You  yourself  employed  a  third  person 
when  you  required  my  assistance." 

"  I  was  not  married  then,  Henry ;  and  deceit, 
contemptible  as  it  always  is,  was  not  as  guilty  as 
it  will  henceforward  be.  For  God's  sake,  spare  me 
the  shame  of  a  secret  correspondence.  You  need 
not  be  afraid  of  my  being  too  happy,  or  of  my 
forgetting  that  you  hold  my  fate  in  your  hands." 

"  Do  not  impute  to  me  as  a  crime,  Ellen,  that, 
unfortunately,  your  safety  depends  on  my  conduct. 
I  have  exercised  the  greatest  control  over  myself 
lately,  and  I  had  hoped  that  you  would  have  done 
justice  to  my  motives." 

As  he  said  this  we  had  reached  the  door  of  our 
house,  and  anxious  not  to  part  with  him  in  anger, 
I  whispered  to  him,  as  we  shook  hands — 

"I  do  you  justice,  Henry.  Forgive,  and  spare 
me  I 
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He  wrung  my  hand  and  walked  away,  without 
waiting  for  his  wife,  who  had  gone  into  the  house 
with  Mrs.  Middleton. 

Mr.  Lovell,  who  was  at  that  moment  calling  on 
my  uncle,  took  her  home  in  his  carriage.  When 
I  heard  my  aunt  arrange  with  them  at  what  hour 
they  were  to  be  at  church  the  next  day,  and  ask 
them  to  come  home  to  luncheon  afterwards,  I  stood 
by  in  a  sort  of  stupified  bewilderment.  I  then 
went  into  the  back  drawing-room,  and  wrote  a 
note  to  Mrs.  Hatton,  to  ask  her  to  be  present 
at  my  marriage  the  next  day.  As  I  was  finishing 
it  my  aunt  came  in,  and  tried  on  the  wreath  of 
orange  flowers,  and  the  veil  which  she  had  chosen 
for  me. 

I  walked  up  and  down  the  room — I  stood  at  the 
window — I  wished  that  Edward  would  come;  I 
was  getting  frightened  at  my  own  nervousness. 
I  went  to  the  pianoforte,  and  sung  Mrs.  Hemans''s 
"  Two  Voices,"    that  cry  of  alternate   mournful 
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depression,  and  highly-wrought  enthusiasm,  in 
which  the  words  and  the  music  seem  to  be  but  the 
expression  of  one  thought.  My  voice  was  unna- 
turally loud  and  thrilling;  there  was  a  sound  in 
it  which  I  could  not  bear.  A  moment  afterwards 
I  was  desired  to  go  to  my  uncle  in  the  library ; 
Edward  was  with  him,  and  Lawson,  the  man  of 
business.  I  was  directed  to  sign  some  papers. 
I  did  so,  and  Lawson  left  the  room.  My  uncle 
then  said  to  me — 

"  On  you,  Ellen,  and  on  Edward,  I  have 
settled  all  my  property.  Since  the  day  that  I  lost  my 
only  child  this  has  been  my  fixed  purpose.  I  was 
anxious  to  live  long  enough  to  see  it  accomplished, 
and  I  am  thankful  that  wish  has  been  granted. 
I  have  one  request  to  make  to  you  both.  Call 
your  eldest  girl  Julia — make  her  wear  this  chain — 
it  was  round  my  child's  neck  when  she  died — and 
if  I  live,  let  me  see  her  often.  Now  go,  and  God 
bless  you  both !" 
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1  doa't  know  what  I  said  or  did ;  these  words 
fell  like  burning  lead  on  ray  soul,  and  I  almost 
sunk  on  the  ground.  Edward  took  me  out  of  the 
room  ;  and  the  only  hour  of  relief  which  that  day 
afforded  was  when,  with  his  arm  around  me, 
and  my  head  on  his  shoulder,  he  suffered  me  to 
weep  in  silence. 

Then  he  raised  my  head  gently  but  for- 
cibly ;  then,  with  his  sweet  smile,  and  his  low  deep 
voice,  he  whispered  to  me  that  his  happiness  was 
unutterable — his  love  boundless — his  soul  mine 
for  ever.  His  words — words  of  passion  from  him 
whom  I  worshipped — at  whose  side  I  felt  myself 
unworthy  to  live —at  whose  feet  I  would  have 
been  content  to  die; — those  words,  those  looks, 
those  tones,  thrilled  through  my  whole  frame, 
and  wrought  on  my  brain,  turning  remorse  for  the 
past,  and  fear  for  the  future,  into  a  delirious  dream 
of  joy,  even  as  laudanum  can  change  pain  itself 
into  ecstasy. 
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I  dreamed  that  night  that  I  was  in  church,  and 
that  everything  was  prepared  for  my  marriage. 
We  stood  before  the  altar,  and  the  priest  opened 
the  book  for  the  marriage  service ;  but  as  he  began, 
it  was  the  burial  service  that  he  read.  They 
stopped  him,  and  he  turned  the  pages ;  but  ever 
as  he  began  again  to  read,  the  same  words  came 
to  his  lips,  and  the  book  in  his  hands  grew  larger 
and  larger,  and  the  words,  "  For  the  Burial  of  the 
Dead,"  stood  out  in  bloody  letters,  and  seemed  to 
rise  from  the  page.  I  looked  up  into  the  priest's 
face,  and  that  was  changing  too.  I  had  seen  those 
features  before ;  but  I  knew  them  not  till  the  thin 
lips  moved,  and  said — "  Julia's  murderer — Julia's 
murderer ! "  And  then  the  book  and  the  altar 
were  gone,  and  a  coffin  stood  in  its  place  ;  and  the 
same  voice  said,  "  Open  it !  *" — and  the  lid  rose, 
and  there  was  a  corpse  in  its  shroud.  It  lifted 
itself  up  slowly,  and  I  could  not  see  the  face  ;  but 
I  cried  out  in  terror,  "  Who  is  it  ?  "  and  the  grave 
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clothes  fell — it  was  Alice  !  I  closed  my  eyes  and 
shrieked  ;  and  the  voice  said,  "  Look  again — look 
again  ! "  I  looked,  and  it  was  Edward.  Over 
and  over  again,  during  that  night,  I  awoke  in 
speechless  terror  ;  and  when  I  went  to  sleep  again, 
the  same  dream,  with  slight  variations,  haunted 
me  anew. 

The  last  time  I  woke,  Mrs.  Middleton  was 
standing  by  my  bed-side ;  and  as  she  pressed  me 
to  her  heart,  I  clung  to  her  convulsively,  and 
repeated  wildly,  "  Save  me — save  me  !  " 

"  From  what,  my  child  ? "  she  whispered — 
"  from  what  ?  Speak  to  me,  Ellen.  One  word 
only;  and  at  whatever  cost  it  may  be,  it  shall 
be  done.  Is  it  possible  you  do  not  love  Ed- 
ward ?  " 

"  O,  too  much !  only  too  much  !  "  I  exclaimed, 
and  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears.  Mrs.  Middle- 
ton  seemed  relieved — assured  me  I  was  only 
very    nervous  —  gave    me    something    to    drink. 
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which  calmed  me — and  stayed  with   me  while   I 
dressed. 

We  sat  down  to  breakfast,  and  Edward  soon 
arrived ;  he  remarked  my  paleness,  and  spoke  to 
me  with  a  tenderness  which  brought  again  into 
my  eyes  the  tears  which  I  had  resolutely  repressed 
during  the  last  hour.  The  time  drew  near,  and 
I  was  taken  to  my  room  to  put  on  my  wedding- 
gown.  By  the  time  I  was  dressed,  and  the  whole 
of  the  family  were  gathered  together  to  look  at 
me ;  and  blessings  were  pronounced,  and  good 
wishes  were  uttered,  and  kisses  were  given,  I  had 
become  quite  calm  again. 

I  had  gone  through  so  much  that  the  power  of 
emotion  seemed  almost  worn  out,  and  I  felt  as  if 
I  had  grown  callous  and  cold.  We  drove  to 
church,  and  1  looked  quietly  out  of  window  while 
my  hand  was  locked  in  Mrs.  Middleton's.  I  saw 
two  or  three  acquaintances  as  we  drove  along, 
and  read  the  names  on  the  shops  that  we  passed, 
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with  that  kind  of  mechanical  attention  which  fixes 
our  eyes  without  occupying  our  thoughts. 

When  we  came  into  the  vestry  of church 

there  were  a  number  of  people  in  it, — all  my 
relations  and  some  friends.  My  eyes  sought  out 
Henry ;  he  was  speaking  to  Mrs.  Brandon ;  and, 
except  that  he  was  much  flushed,  there  was 
nothing  unusual  in  his  appearance.  Alice  was 
standing  by  him.  Mr.  Middleton  came  for 
me,  and  the  door  of  the  vestry  was  opened. 
We  walked  up  to  the  altar.  The  clergyman 
was  already  there,  with  the  open  book  before 
him.  I  felt  as  if  I  was  dreaming  again.  I 
trembled  violently,  and  my  teeth  struck  against 
each  other.  My  aunt,  Alice,  and  Henry,  took 
their  places  on  one  side  of  the  altar,  and  the 
rest  of  the  people  sat  down  in  the  surrounding 
pews.  The  clergyman  bent  forward  and  beckoned 
to  my  uncle,  who  went  up  to  speak  to  him.     At 
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that  moment  I  heard  a  step  behind  us,  and  some- 
body passed  on  Edward'*s  side.  I  looked  up,  and 
saw  a  tall  woman  in  deep  mourning,  and  with  a 
veil  over  her  face,  take  her  place  in  a  pew  which 
was  nearly  opposite  to  me.  A  vague  terror  seized 
me,  and  I  could  not  take  my  eyes  ofF  this  person. 
When  everybody  rose  at  the  beginning  of  the 
opening  exhortation,  she  remained  sitting,  till, 
when  the  priest  said  these  words — 

"  Therefore,  if  any  man  can  show  any  just  cause  why  they  may 
not  lawfully  be  joined  together,  let  him  now  speak,  or  else  here- 
after for  ever  hold  his  peace." 

She  slowly  rose,  drew  back  her  veil,  and  fixed 
her  eyes  upon  me ;  her  thin  lips  moved  as  I  had 
seen  them  move  in  my  dream,  and  she  seemed 
about  to  speak.  I  gave  a  hurried  glance  of  despair 
at  Henry;  our  eyes  met,  and  then  mine  were 
ri vetted  to  the  ground,  and  my  limbs  and  my 
heart  seemed  turned  to  stone.     I  felt  that  woman's 
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gaze  upon  me.  I  knew  that  at  the  close  of  the 
exhortation  she  sat  down,  and  that  she  rose  again 
when  the  clergyman  said — 

"  Who  gives  this  woman  to  be  married  to  this  man  i " 

When  Mr.  Middleton  took  my  hand,  and  placed 
it  in  Edward's,  the  sound  of  a  groan  reached  my 
ears;  and  when  I  raised  my  eyes,  and,  for  the 
second  time,  fixed  them  by  a  kind  of  fascination 
on  those  malignant  features  and  glassy  eyes,  they 
glared  upon  me  with  an  expression  which  I  cannot 
describe,  and  hardly  dare  to  recall.  The  service 
went  on,  and  when  we  knelt  down  to  pray,  while 
my  face  was  buried  in  my  hands,  I  heard 
the  sound  of  receding  footsteps ;  I  looked  up ; 
she  was  gone,  but  I  felt  that  she  had  cursed  me 
as  she  went. 

The  ceremony  was  concluded.  I  was  Edward's 
wife.  I  rose  from  my  knees  and  looked  about  me. 
Henry  was  gone.     Alice  was  pale,  and  her  eyes 
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were  full  of  tears ;  she,  too,  was  like  what  I  had 
seen  in  my  dream.  We  went  into  the  vestry  and 
signed  some  papers.  As  I  was  stepping  into 
Edward's  chariot  to  drive  home  again,  a  paper 
was  thrust  into  my  hand  :  I  took  it  mechanically, 
and  held  it  unconsciously  in  my  clenched  hand. 
I  smiled  when  Edward  spoke  to  me,  and  looked  at 
him  with  inexpressible  affection  when  he  drew  me 
to  him,  and  called  me  his  wife — ^his  own  beloved 
wife! 

We  arrived  in  Brook-street,  and  I  went  to  dress 
for  the  journey.  They  brought  me  some  biscuits 
and  wine  and  water.  I  drank  some  hastily,  but 
could  not  eat.  Mrs.  Middleton  gave  me  her  last 
kiss,  and  my  uncle  took  me  down  to  the  carriage. 
I  stepped  into  it,  and  Edward  after  me.  The 
door  was  closed.  I  opened  mechanically  the  paper 
in  my  hand;  it  contained  these  words — "Your 
sin  shall  find  you  out."  I  crumpled  it  again,  and 
flung  it  out  of  window.     I  talked  fast  and  eagerly 
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to  Edward.  After  an  hour  or  two  I  fell  into  a 
heavy  sleep.  When  we  reached  Dashminster,  I 
awoke  in  a  burning  fever.  Edward  carried  me 
upstairs,  and  laid  me  on  a  bed.  I  grew  delirious, 
and  raved  all  night.  They  bled  me,  I  believe, 
and  in  two  days  I  was  better,  and  able  to  proceed 
to  Hillscombe. 
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